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Al AN CORIN 

Hhen he came back from the Wai , he jusl laughed about 

c'L in the winter of 1945, he 

suddenly said 

help me at the brewery, son ' 
I said I m only seven, dad ' 

hit hit me If he had 

nehthpi-ti ^ ^ h^^houldnotbeherenow, butitvvasthe 
the traiprtn^^" being short it had neither the range noi 
connected when the elbow 

mtended^odn^ quieteiied down and asked me what 1 

'I want to drT^^ jf I didn't want to hump barrels 

i Hant to do anthologies, dad,' I said 

still rollinfaro"'!^^^"^' other oners 

He spread ts arZ ^'^A dad,' I said 

one narrow accurately, one wide, 

1 nodded 

-=r‘Se?rnd“f‘'f‘' ’™“Wbeawarantholog..er A 

collected letters collec pd’’’'°’''"",'“^"' verses, 

know that Rupert Brooke's Thp c: ij in Did you 

ess than one hundred and thirtXp^^^t,+^^ appeared in no 

iU '^hurbeZZ dad, 

^ H;r Secref Life of Walfei 

'Dea^'oldTd.^' rsa.d 'r"' 

He .S pursued ‘bmk 

toRcther H '”J'>°'' “"f, but, on °f 

bkc Palgrave or o”n '’“ommg a°grla't”|,T'"® 

S to anthologize, son 7' 
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1 smiled, but tolerantly 

'You can't learn it, dad It comes from the heart and the 
soul Fifty pounds would help ' 

People have asked me, three decades on, in colour 
supplements, on chat shows, what the major influence on 
my work has been 1 tell them that it wasn't Frank Muir, it 
wasn't Philip Laikin, it wasn't even Nigel Rees or Gyles 
Biandreth, important though these have undeniably been 
it was the day my old man took his last fifty pounds out of 
his wooden leg, and set me on my path 


I left school soon after that There was nothing they could 
teach me that would not be better learned in the real world 
the experience of felt life is what lies at the still centre of all 
the great anthologies I shipped aboard a coaler on the 
Maracaibo run, and 1 discovered what a Laskar likes to read 
in the still watches of the stifling equatorial night My first 
anthology, a slim volume and privately circulated, 
consisted of buttocks snipped from Health and Effictencif 
interlarded with Gujarati limericks and reliable Ports- 
mouth telephone numbers juvenilia, perhaps, and 
afflicted with the sort of critical introduction that I have 
long since learned always goes unread, but no worse than, 
say, the annual Bedside Guardian 

Two years later, I jumped ship at Dakar, and took up 
with a Senegalese novelty dancer who had a tin-roofed 
shack down by the harbour and a brother who worked 
three days a week as a roach exterminator m the British 
Council library It was perhaps the most idyllic and fruitful 
period of my life it was mornings of grilled breadfruit and 
novelty dancing on the roof overlooking the incredible 
azure of the Indian Ocean, and afternoons of studying the 
anthologies her brother would steal from the library, the 
absence of which, when noticed, he would attribute to the 
kao-kao beetle which subsisted, he said, entirely upon half- 
morocco I read everything, voraciously I learned how 
anthologies worked, how the masterpieces among them 
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had been put together, how you balanced the scqucntml 
options of chronology, literary contrast, and the Icnth-ralc 
pieces done by close friends of the editor I divined the trick 
of bibliographical attribution, whereby the skilled antho- 
logizer credited the original source, rathei than the 
previous anthology from which he himself had worked 
noticed how an expensive thin volume could be tui ned into 
a cheap fat volume by amplifying it with long sections of 
]unk that happened to be out of copyright I made out an 
invaluable list of titled paupers who could be called upon to 
endorse the anthologizer's choice with tiny masterpieces of 
prefatonal cliche, usually beginning 'Here, indeed, are 
infinite riches in a little room' and ending with a holograph 
signature 

The idyll could not last there was a waterfront bar 
where expatriate anthologizers — they called themselves 
that, though few among them had ever collated anything 
more remarkable than privately printed regimental 
drinking songs or limited-circulation pamphlets called 
things like The Best of the Old Lasthoiirman, 7 932- 
1 938 — gathered of an evening to drink and argue recondite 
theories of anthological technique, and one night I had the 
misfortune to fall foul of a gigantic ex-Harvard 
quarterback who claimed to be on the point of closing a 
two-figure deal for his Treasury of Mormon Prose 

I shall not distress you with the details When I woke up 
the following morning, my youthful good looks were gojie, 
to be rapidly followed by my Senegalese paramour Two 
weeks later, I left the infirmary and returned, far older 
than my twenty-two years, to England 


Bntam m 1960, was not at all as it had been a few scant 
years before A new spirit was abroad, a harsher enttier, 

raroTEttehTnk’‘r^^ of Anger, and th! whole 

face of English anthology had changed overnight 

lyricT and^'robust^nmeleCTth 

enth century narrative verse 
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Gone were the leatherbound volumes packed with a 
thousand pages of India paper bearing the jewelled 
fragments of English prose from A Treatise on the Astrolabe to 
Hilaire Belloc on mowing In their place, the new race of 
angry young anthologizers was churning out paperback 
collections of bogus radicalese entitled Whither Commitment 
and Exercises in Existentialism and The Right to Know — Essays on 
the Obligations of Communicators in a Negative Environment As for 
the more popular market, such classics as A Knapsackery of 
Chuckles or A Wordsmith s Bouquet had been thrown out in 
favour of The Wit and Wisdom of Macdonald Hobley and Dora 
Gaitskell s Rugger Favourites 

Ninety per cent of all anthological output was 
manufactured by the BBC, linked on the one hand to a 
vaguely similar broadcast and on the other to a wide range 
of dangle-dollies and jocular tea-towels 

These were, in consequence, bleak years for me My 
entire creative life to this point had been wasted, the art of 
anthology to which I had dedicated myself was no more 
Not that I surrended lightly by day, I worked as 
stevedore, cocktail waiter, pump attendant, steeplejack, 
male model, by night I pursued my muse, working 
feverishly and without sleep to produce, in the space of five 
years. The Connoisseur s Book of Business Poetry, The Big Book of 
Boer Operetta, A Nosegay of Actuarial Prose, and, perhaps my 
own favourite. We Called It Medicine A Selection of Middlesex 
Hospital Correspondence Between the Wars 

I was thrown out of every publishers in London It was 
the same story everywhere, as the sixties rolled inexorably 
on and television worked its equally inexorable way deeper 
and deeper into the culture — I was not a Face For a new 
breed of anthologizer was abroad the personality The 
great names, names like Michael Barrett, Jimmy Young, 
Robert and Sheridan Morley, David Frost, Antonia Fraser, 
Freddie Trueman, Des O'Connor, Henry Cooper and the 
rest, all represented the New School of English Anthology, 
they were household words who held the publishing world 
in enviable thrall 



14 


A! AN CORIN' 


It was upon this inescapable realization that I finally 
threw in the cieative sponge 1 had i cached that nadii 
which all anthologizers have at some time or anolhei 
plumbed, when you feel you can never skim thiough a 
book again Woise, my run of bearable )obs had come to an 
end with the installation of an automatic cai-wash, and I 


had nowheie to turn but to a weekly humorous magn/inc, 
where I was employed to manufacture lengths of material 
which could be inserted m between pages of advei tising m 
ordei to display them to advantage It was, as can readily/ 1 
think, be imagined, lonely, grim, and unrcwaiding work, 
relieved only by my access to a compi ehensive library of 
published humour and the constant stieam of new 
humorous books which paused briefly in the office of the 
Literary Editor before being wheeled around the corner to 
a' Fleet Street bookseller prepared to exchange them foi 
folding money 

1 thus came to read every comic word that had ever been 
written It has left me grey before my time, and I jump at 
the slightest sound, but it has produced one strange by- 
product, an effect unsettling yet at the same time curiously 
thrilling a year or so ago, when I had been convinced for 
the better part of two decades that every creative instinct 
within me had shrivelled and died back like a frostbitten 


rose, a glimmer of the immortal longings of my youth 
returned On a chill November evening, as I huddled for 
warmth among the teetering piles of comedy, a tiny spark 
of-shall we call It mspiration-no bigger than a dog-end 
falling through the night flashed deep within my head, and, 
a second later hope blew upon it, and it glowed 
This book, then, is the result Whether, given my time 
again, it would have been wiser to have spent the thirty 


AC 



The Kugelmass Episode 


WOODY ALLEN 


KUGELMASS, A PROFESSOR of humanities at City College, 
was unhappily married for the second time Daphne 
Kugelmass was an oaf He also had two dull sons by his 
first wife, Flo, and was up to his neck in alimony and child 
support 

'Did I know it would turn out so badly?' Kugelmass 
whined to his analyst one day 'Daphne had promise Who 
suspected she'd let herself go and swell up like a beach ball? 
Plus she has a few bucks, which is not in itself a healthy 
reason to marry a person, but it doesn't hurt, with the kind 
of operating nut 1 have You see my point?' 

Kugelmass was bald and as hairy as a bear, but he had 
soul 

'I need to meet a new woman,' he went on 'I need to have 
an affair I may not look the part, but I'm a man who needs 
romance I need softness, I need flirtation I'm not getting 
any younger, so before it's too late I want to'make love in 
Venice, trade quips at "21", and exchange coy glances over 
red wine and candlelight You see what I m saying?' 
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Dr Mandel shifted m his chair and said, 'An affair will 
solve nothing You're so unrealistic Your problems run 
much deeper ' 

'And also this affair must be discreet, Kugcimass 
continued '1 can't afford a second divorce Daphne would 
really sock it to me ' 

'Mr Kugelmass — ' 

'But it can't be anyone at City College, because Daphne 
also works there Not that anyone on the faculty at 
C C N Y IS any great shakes, but some of those coeds 
'Mr Kugelmass — ' 

'Help me 1 had a dream last night I was skipping through 
a meadow holding a picnic basket and the basket was 
marked "Options" And then I saw there was a hole in the 
basket ' 

'Mr Kugelmass, the worst thing you could do is act out 
You must simply express your feelings here, and together 
we'll analyze them You have been m treatment long 
enough to know there is no overnight cure After all. I'm an 
analyst, not a magician ' 

. 'Then perhaps what I need is a magician,' Kugelmass 
said, rising from his chair And with that he terminated his 
therapy 

A couple of weeks later, while Kugelmass and Daphne 
were moping around in their apartment one night like two 
pieces of old furniture, the phone rang 
'I'll get it,' Kugelmass said 'Hello ' 

'Kugelmass?' a voice said 'Kugelmass, this is Perskv-' 
'Who?' ^ 

'Fersky Or should I say The Great Perskv?' 

'Pardon me?' 


I hear you re looking all over town for a magician to 
bring a little exotica into your life? Yes or no?' 

'Sh-h-h,' Kugelmass whispered 'Don't hang up Where 
are you calling from, Persky?' 

Kugelmass climbed three 

Swl fT" ' apartment house m the 

Bushwick section of Brooklyn Peering through the 
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darkness of the hall, he found the door he was looking for 
and pressed the bell I'm going to regret this, he thought to 
himself 

Seconds later, he was greeted by a short, thin, waxy- 
looking man 

'You re Persky the Great?' Kugelmass said 
'The Great Persky You want a tea?' 

'No, I want romance I want music I want love and 
beauty ' 

'But not tea, eh? Amazing OK, sit down ' 

Persky went to the back of the room, and Kugelmass 
heard the sounds of boxes and furniture being moved 
around Persky reappeared, pushing before him a large 
object on squeaky roller-skate wheels He removed some 
old silk handkerchiefs that were lying on its top and blew 
away a bit of dust It was a cheap-looking Chinese cabinet, 
badly lacquered 

'Persky,' Kugelmass said, 'what's your scam?' 

'Pay attention,' Persky said 'This is some beautiful 
effect I developed it for a Knights of Pythias date last year, 
but the booking fell through Get into the cabinet ' 

'Why, so you can stick it full of swords or something?' 
'You see any swords?' 

Kugelmass made a face and, grunting, climbed into the 
cabinet He couldn't help noticing a couple of ugly 
rhinestones glued onto the raw plywood )ust in front of his 
face 'If this is a joke,' he said 
'Some joke Now, here's the point If I throw any novel 
into the cabinet with you, shut the doors, and tap it three 
times, you will find yourself projected into that book ' 
Kugelmass made a grimace of disbelief 
'It's the emess,' Persky said 'My hand to God Not just a 
novel, either A short story, a play, a poem You can meet 
any of the women created by the world's best writers 
whoever you dreamed of You could carry on all you like 
With a real winner Then when you've had enough you give 
a yell, and I'll see you're back here in a split second ' 
'Persky, are you some kind of outpatient?' 
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'I'm telling you it's on the level/ Persky said 
Kugelmass remained skeptical 'What are you tellmg 
— that this cheesy homemade box can take me on a nde 
like you're describing? 

'For a double sawbuck ' i i i 

Kugelmass reached for his wallet 'I'll believe this when 

see it/ he said , 

Persky tucked the bills in his pants pocket and turned 
toward his bookcase 'So who do you want to meet? Sister 
Carrie? Hester Prynne? Ophelia? Maybe someone by Saul 
Bellow? Hey, what about Temple Drake? Although for a 
man your age she'd be a workout ' 

'French 1 want to have an affair with a French lover 


'Nana?' 

'I don't want to have to pay for it ' 

'What about Natasha in War and Pence?' 

'I said French I know' What about Emma Bovary? That 
sounds to me perfect ' 

'You got it Kugelmass Give me a holler when you've had 
enough ' Persky tossed in a paperback copy of Flaubert's 
novel 

'You sure this is safe?' Kugelmass asked as Persky began 
shutting the cabinet doors. 

'Safe Is anything safe m this crazy world?' Persky 
rapped three times on the cabinet and then flung open the 
doors 


Kugelmass was gone At the same moment, he appeared 
m the bedroom of Charles and Emma Bovary's house at 
Yonville Before him was a beautiful woman, standing 
alone with her back turned to him as she folded some linen 
I can t believe this, thought Kugelmass, staring at the 
doctor's ravishing wife This is uncanny I'm here It's her 
Emma turned m surpnse 'Goodness, you startled me,' 
she said Who are you? She spoke in the same fine English 
translation as the paperback 

,t he thought Then, realizing that 

addressed, he said, 'Excuse me I'm 
Sidney Kugelmass I'm from City College A professor of 
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humanihes C C N Y ? Uptown I — oh, boy'' 

Emma Bovary smiled flirtatiously and said, 'Would you 
like a drink? A glass of wine, perhaps?' 

She IS beautiful, Kugelmass thought What a contrast 
with the troglodyte who shared his bed' He felt a sudden 
impulse to take this vision into his arms and tell her she was 
the kind of woman he had dreamed of all his life 
'Yes, some wine,' he said hoarsely 'White No, red No, 
white Make it white ' 

'Charles is out for the day,' Emma said, her voice full of 
playful implications 

After the wine, they went for a stroll in the lovely French 
countryside 'I've always dreamed that some mysterious 
stranger would appear and rescue me from the monotony 
of this crass rural existence,' Emma said, clasping his hand 
They passed a small church 'I love what you have on,' she 
murmured 'I've never seen anything like it around here 
It's so so modern ' 

'It's called a leisure suit, ' he said romantically 'It was 
marked down ' Suddenly he kissed her For the next hour 
they reclined under a tree and whispered together and told 
each other deeply meaningful things with their eyes Then 
Kugelmass sat up He had just remembered he had to meet 
Daphne at Bloomingdale's '1 must go,' he told her 'But 
don't worry. I'll be back ' 

'I hope so,' Emma said 

He embraced her passionately, and the two walked back 
to the house He held Emma's face cupped in his palms, 
kissed her again, and yelled, 'OK, Persky' I got to be at 
Bloomingdale's by three-thirty ' 

There was an audible pop, and Kugelmass was back m 
Brooklyn 

'So? Did I he?' Persky asked triumphantly 
'Look, Persky, I'm right now late to meet the ball and 
chain at Lexington Avenue, but when can I go again? 
Tomorrow?' 

'My pleasure Just bring a twenty And don't mention 
this to anybody ' 
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'Yeah I'm going to call Rupert Murdoch ' 

Kugelmass hailed a cab and sped off to the city. His herrt 
danced on point 1 am in love, he thought, I am the 
possessor of a wonderful secret What he didn't rcah/c v/as 
that at this moment students in various classraom*^ across 
the country were saying to their teachers 'Who is this 
character on page 100? A bald jew is kissing Madame 
Bovary?' A teacher in Sioux Falls, South Dakota, sighed 
and thought, Jesus, these kids, with their pot and acid 
What goes through their minds' 

Daphne Kugelmass was in the bathroom-accessories 
department at Bloomingdale's when Kugelmass arrived 
breathlessly. 'Where' ve you been?' she snapped 'It's four- 
thirty ' 

I got held up in traffic,' Kugelmass said 


Kugelmass visited Persky the next day, and m a few 
minutes was again passed magically to Yonville Emma 
couldn't hide her excitement at seeing him The two spent 
hours together, laughing and talking about their different 
^ckgrounds Before Kugelmass left,they made love 'My 
God, I'm doing it with Madame Bovarv!' Kugelmass 
whispered to himself 'Me, who failed freshman English ' 
As the months passed, Kugelmass saw Persky many 
Umes and developed a close and passionate relationship 
with Emma Bovary Make sure and always get me into the 

K a wa ' Y ™^8.cian one 

thTs Rota: cramc°teT' " “P 

'Why?' Persky asked 'You can't beat his time?' 

Beat his time He's landed eentrv Ti, u 

nothing better to do than fi.rr Those guys have 

one of those faceryou 

Daily With the Helmm- R ^ P^ges of Women's Wear 
stuff ' srger hairdo But to her he's hot 

'He't om of'Ss^dep'r Hel" 

a lacklustre little paramedic 
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who's thrown in his lot with a jitterbug He's ready to go to 
sleep by ten, and she's putting on her dancing shoes Oh, 
well See you later ' 

And once again Kugelmass entered the cabinet and 
passed instantly to the Bovary estate at Yonville 'How you 
doing, cupcake?' he said to Emma 
'Oh, Kugelmass,' Emma sighed 'What I have to put up 
with Last night at dinner, Mr Personality dropped off to 
sleep in the middle of the dessert course I'm pouring my 
heart out about Maxim's and the ballet, and out of the blue 
I hear snoring ' 

'It's OK, darling I'm here now ' Kugelmass said, 
embracing her I've earned this, he thought, smelling 
Emma's French perfume and burying his nose in her hair 
I've suffered enough I've paid enough analysts I've 
searched till I'm weary She's young and nubile, and I'm 
here a few pages after Leon and just before Rodolphe By 
showing up during the correct chapters. I've got the 
situation knocked 

Emma, to be sure, was just as happy as Kugelmass She 
has been starved for excitement, and his tales of Broadway 
life, of fast cars and Hollywood and TV stars, enthralled 
the young French beauty 

'Tell me again about O J Simpson,' she implored that 
evenmg, as she and Kugelmass strolled past Abbe 
Bournisien's church 

'What can I say? The man is great He sets all kinds of 
rushing records Such moves They can't touch him ' 

'And the Academy Awards?' Emma said wistfully 'I'd 
give anything to win one ' 

First you've got to be nominated ' 

'I know You explained it But I'm convinced I can act Of 
course. I'd want to take a class or two With Strasberg 
maybe Then, if I had the right agent — ' 

'We'll see, we'll see 1 11 speak to Persky ' 

That night, safely returned to Persky's flat, Kugelmass 
brought up the idea of having Emma visit him in the big 
city 
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'Let me think about it/ Persky said 'Maybe I could work 
it Stranger things have happened ' Of course neithei of 
them could think of one 


Where the hell do you go all the time^' Daphne Kugelmass 
barked at her husband as he returned home late that 
evening You got a chippie stashed somewhere^' 

Yeah, sure, I'm just the type/ Kugeimass said wearily 'I 
was with Leonard Popkin We were discussing Socialist 
agriculture in Poland You know Popkin He's a freak on 
the subject ' 

'Well, you've been very odd lately,' Daphne said. 'Distant 
Just don t forget about my father's birthday On Saturday^' 

Oh, sure, sure,' Kugeimass said, heading for the 
bathroom 


My whole family will be there We can see the twins 
nd Cousin Hamish You should be more polite to Cousin 
Hamish — he likes you ' 

Right, the twins,' Kugeimass said, closing the bathroom 
door and shutting out the sound of his wife's voice He 
leaned against it and took a deep breath In a few hours he 

Yonville again, with his 
the following afternoon, Persky worked 

wit/'g/etLr thin VeZ^te/thT 

Following Persky's instructions tle^ hdd lach'othir 

oS tW the'carT'^' When they 

door of the Plaza up at the side 

optimistically reserved a f' Kugeimass had 

'I love It. It's evemhm^^^^^ 

said as she swir ^ ^ be/ Emma 

surveying the citv frn ^ around the bedroom, 

SchwLz® And therlvT 'there's F A O 

which one? Oh, there— I 

1 see It s too divine ' 
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On the bed there were boxes from Halston and Saint 
Laurent Emma unwrapped a package and held up a pair of 
black velvet pants against her perfect body 
The slacks suit is by Ralph Lauren/ Kugelmass said 
'You'll look like a million bucks in it Come on sugar, give us 
a kiss ' 

'I've never been so happy*' Emma squealed as she stood 
before the mirror 'Let's go out on the town I want to see 
Chorus Line and the Guggenheim and this Jack Nicholson 
character you always talk about Are any of his flicks 
showing?' 

'I cannot get my mind around this,' a Stanford professor 
said 'First a strange character named Kugelmass, and now 
she's gone from the book Well, I guess the mark of a classic 
IS that you can reread it a thousand times and always find 
something new ' 


The lovers passed a blissful weekend Kugelmass had told 
Daphne he would be away at a symposium in Boston and 
would return Monday Savoring each moment, he and 
Emma went to the movies, had dinner in Chinatown, 
passed two hours at a discotheque,and went to bed with a 
TV movie They slept till noon on Sunday, visited SoHo, 
and ogled celebrities at Elaine's They had caviar and 
champagne in their suite on Sunday night and talked until 
dawn That morning, in the cab taking them to Persky's 
apartment Kugelmass thought, it was hectic, but worth it 
I can't bring her here too often, but now and then it will be a 
charming contrast with Yonville 

At Persky's Emma climbed into the cabinet, arranged her 
new boxes of clothes neatly around her, and kissed 
Kugelmass fondly 'My place next time,' she said with a 
wink Persky rapped three times on the cabinet Nothing 
happened 

'Hmm,' Persky said, scratching his head He rapped 
again, but still no magic 'Something must be wrong,' he 
mumbled 
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'Persky, you'ie joking^' Kugelmabs crjcd 'Mow can it nt 

work?' 

'Relax, relax Arc you still m the bo>, Cmmar 
'Yes' 

Persky rapped again — harder this time 
'I'm still here, Persky ' 

'I know, darling Sit tight ' . 

'Persky, we have to get her back,' Kiigelmass whispct*^ • 
'I'm a married man, and I have a class in three hours m n®^ 
prepared for anything more than a cautious affam t i- 
point ' 

'I can't understand it,' Persky muttered 'It s such a 

reliable little trick ' u i ' 

But he could do nothing 'It's going to take a little wmilej 

he said to Kugelmass 'I'm going to have to strip it down 

call you later ' 

Kugelmass bundled Emma into a cab and took her back to 
the Plaza He barely made it to his class on time He was on 
the phone all day, to Persky and to his mistress The 
magician told him it might be several days' before he got to 
the bottom of the trouble 

'How was the symposium?' Daphne asked him that 
night 

'Fine, fine,' he said, lighting the filter end of a cigarette 
'What's wrong? You're as tense as a cat ' 

'Me? Ha, that's a laugh I'm as calm as a summer night I'm 
just going to take a walk ' He eased out the door, hailed a 
cab, and flew to the Plaza 

This IS no good,' Emma said 'Charles will miss me ' 
'Bear with me sugar,' Kugelmass said He was pale and 
sweaty He kissed her again, raced to the elevators, yelled 
at Persky over a pay phone in the Plaza lobby, and just 
made it home before midnight 

According to Popkin, barley prices in Krakow have not 
been this stable since 1971,' he said to Daphne, and smiled * 
wanly as he climbed into bed 
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The whole week went like that 

On Friday night, Kugelmass told Daphne there was 
another symposium he had to catch, this one in Syracuse 
He hurried back to the Plaza, but the second weekend 
there was nothing like the first 'Get me back into the novel 
or marry me/ Emma told Kugelmass 'Meanwhile, I want 
to get a job or go to class, because watching TV all day is the 
pits ' 

'Fine We can use the money,' Kugelmass said 'You 
consume twice your weight in room service ' 

'I met an Off Broadway producer in Central Park 
yesterday, and he told me I might be right for a project he's 
doing,' Emma said 

'Who IS this clown?' Kugelmass asked 
'He's not a clown He's sensitive and kind and cute His 
name's Jeff Something-or-Other, and he's up for a Tony ' 
Later that afternoon, Kugelmass showed up at Persky's 
drunk 

'Relax,' Persky told him 'You'll get a coronary ' 

'Relax The man says relax I've got a fictional character 
stashed in a hotel room, and I think my wife is having me 
tailed by a private shamus ' 

'OK, OK We know there's a problem ' Persky crawled 
under the cabinet and started banging on something with a 
large wrench 

'I'm like a wild animal,' Kugelmass went on 'I'm sneaking 
around town, and Emma and I have had it up to here with 
each other Not to mention a hotel tab that reads like a 
defense budget ' 

'So what should I do? This is the world of magic,' Persky 
said 'It's a nuance ' 

'Nuance, my foot I'm pouring Dom Pengnon and black- 
eggs into this little mouse, plus her wardrobe, plus she's 
enrolled at the Neighborhood Playhouse and suddenly 
needs professional photos Also, Persky, Professor Fivish 
Kopkind, who teaches Comp Lit and who has always been 
jealous of me, has identified me as the sporadically 
appearing character in the Flaubert book He's threatened 
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to go to Daphne I see rum and alimony, jail 
with Madame Bovary, my wife will reduce me to ^ 

'What do you want me tosay? I'm woikingon it mg ‘ 

day As far as your personal anxiety goes, that I can t 

you with I'm a magician, not an analyst , 

By Sunday afternoon, Emma had locked hcrselr m 
bathroom and refused to lespond to Kuge 
entreaties Kugelmass stared out the window a 
Wollman Rink and contemplated suicide Too bad this i 

low floor, he thought, or I'd do it right now Maybe it r 
away to Europe and started life over . Maybe Icon 
the International Herald T rihune, like those young gicls use 
The phone rang Kugelmass lifted it to his ea 
mechanically r 

'Bring her over,' Persky said 'I think 1 got the bugs out o 
It' 

Kugelmass's heart leaped 'You're serious^' he said You 

got it licked^' 

'It was something in the transmission Go figure 
'Persky, you're a genius We'll be there in a minute Less 
than a minute ' 

Again the lovers hurried to the magician's apartm^t, 
and again Emma Bovary climbed into the cabinet with her 
boxes This time there was no kiss Persky shut the doors, 
took a deep breath, and tapped the box three times There 
was the reassuring popping noise, and when Persky peered 
inside, the box was empty Madame Bovary was back in her 
novel Kugelmass heaved a great sigh of relief and pumped 
the magician's hand 

It s over,' he said 'I learned my lesson I'll never cheat 
again, I swear it ' He pumped Persky's hand again and made 
a mental note to send him a necktie 


Three weeks later, at the end of a beautiful spring 
afternoon, Persky answered his doorbell It was Kugel- 
^ sheepish expression on his face 
UK, Kugelmass,' the magician said 'Where to this time^' 
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'It's just this once/ Kugelmass said 'The weather is so 
lovely, and I'm not getting any younger Listen, you've read 
Porltwys ComplainP Remember The Monkey?' 

'The price is now twenty-five dollars, because the cost of 
living IS up, but I'll start you off with one freebie, due to all 
the trouble I caused you ' 

'You're good people,' Kugelmass said, combing his few 
remaining hairs as he climbed into the cabinet again 
'This'll work all right?' 

'I hope But I haven't tried it much since all that 
unpleasantness ' 

'Sex and romance,' Kugelmass said from inside the box 
'What we go through for a pretty face ' 

Persky tossed in a copy of Portnoys Complaint and rapped 
three times on the box This time, instead of a popping 
noise there was a dull explosion, followed by a series of 
crackling noises and a shower of sparks Persky leaped 
back, was seized with a heart attack, and dropped dead The 
cabinet burst into flames, and eventually the entire house 
burned down 

Kugelmass, unaware of this catastrophe, had his own 
problems He had not been thrust into Portnoy s Complaint, or 
into any other novel, for that matter He had been 
projected into an old textbook. Remedial Spanish, and was 
running for his life^over a barren, rocky terrain as the word 
lener ('to have') — a large and hairy irregular verb — raced 
after him on its spindly legs 
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'! SUPPOSE/ G ANESH wrote in The Years of Gmlt, '1 had always, 
trom the first day I stepped into Shn Ramlogan's shop, 
consi ere it as settled that I was going to marry his 

wl h I It It all seemed preordained ' 

What happened was this 

cle^n shirt Ramlogan was wearing a 

freshlv oiIpH °°^^d freshly washed, his hair looked 

as thoueh hp^wp were silent and deliberate 

benchlni. th " ^""gg^d up the small 

0^ and watl'T ^"^le, then sat 

first he lookpd without saying a word 

and there hi^s s face, then at Ganesh's plate, 

handful of^icf ^ Ganesh had eaten the last 

'Your belly full, sahib?' 

extended ^nd^x finge^^"^^^ wiped his plate clean with an 
de?d ' ^^hib, now that your father 
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Ganesh licked his finger 'I don't really miss him, you 
know ' 

'No, sahib, don't tell me I know is hard for you 
Supposing, just supposing — I just putting this up to you as 
a superstition, sahib — but just supposing you did want to 
get married, it have nobody at all to fix up things for you ' 
'I don't even know if I want to get married ' Ganesh rose 
from the table, rubbing his belly until he belched his 
appreciation of Ramlogan's food 

Ramlogan rearranged the roses in the vase 'Still, you is a 
educated man,and you could take care of yourself Not like 
me, sahib Since I was five I been working, with nobody 
looking after me Still, all that do something for me Guess 
what it do for me, sahib ' 

'Can't guess Tell me what it do ' 

'It give me cha'acter and sensa values, sahib That's what 
it give me Cha'acter and sensa values ' 

Ganesh took the brass jar of water from the table and 
went to the Demerara window to wash his hands and 
gargle 

Ramlogan was smoothing out the oilcloth with both 
hands and dusting away some crumbs, mere specks 'I 
know,' he said apologetically, 'that for a man like you, 
educated and reading books night and day, shopkeeping is a 
low thing But I don't care what people think You, sahib, 
answer me this as a educated man you does let other 
people worry you?' 

Ganesh, gargling, thought at once of Miller and the row 
at the school in Port of Spain, but when he spat out the 
water into the yard he said, 'Nah I don't care what people 
say ' 

Ramlogan pounded across the floor and took the brass 
jar from Ganesh 'I go put this away, sahib You sit down in 
the hammock Ooops* Let me dust it for you first ' 

When he had seated Ganesh, Ramlogan started to walk 
up and down in front of the hammock 

People can't harm me,' he said, holding his hands at his 
back 'All right, people don't like me All right, they stop 
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coming to my shop That harm me? That change my 
cha'acter^ I just go to San Fernando and open a little stall in 
the market No, don't stop me, sahib Is exactly what 1 
would do Take a stall in the market And what happen? 
Tell me, what happen?' 

Ganesh belched again, softly 

'What happen?' Ramlogan gave a short crooked laugh 
'Bam' In five years I have a whole chain of grocery shop 
Who laughing then? Then you go see them coming round 
and begging, "Mr Ramlogan" — that's what it go be then, 
you know Mister Ramlogan — "Mr Ramlogan, gimme this, 
gimme that, Mr Ramlogan " Begging me to go up for 
elections and a hundred and one stupid things ' 

Ganesh said, 'You ain't have to start opening stall in San 
Fernando market now, thank God ' 

'That is it, sahib Just just as you say Is all God work 
Count my property now Is true I is illiterate, but you just 
sit down in that hammock and count my property ' 
Ramlogan was walking and talking with such unusual 
energy that the sweat broke and shone on his forehead 
Suddenly he halted and stood directly in front of Ganesh 
He took away his hands from behind his back and started to 
count off his fingers 'Two acres near Chaguanas Good 
land, too Ten acres in Penal You never know when I could 
scrape together enough to make the drillers put a oil-well 
there A house in Fuente Grove Not much, but is 
something Two three houses in Siparia Add up all that 
and you find you looking at a man worth about twelve 
thousand dollars, cool cool ' 

Ramlogan passed his hand over his forehead and behind 
his neck '1 know is hard to believe, sahib But is the gospel 
truth I think is a good idea, sahib, for you to married Leela ' 

'All right,' Ganesh said 


of their wedding, 
11 Ramlogan pretended he had never seen 

her at all, because they were both good Hindus and knew it 
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was wrong for a man to see his wife before marriage 
He still had to go to Ramlogan's, to make arrangements 
for the wedding, but he remained m the shop itself and 
never went to the back room 
'You IS not like Soomintra damn fool of a husband,' 
Ramlogan told him 'You is a modern man and you must 
have a modern wedding ' 

So he didn't send the messenger around to give the 
saffron-dyed rice to friends and relations and announce the 
wedding 'The old-fashion,' he said He wanted printed 
invitations on scalloped and gilt-edged cards 'And we must 
have nice wordings, sahib ' 

'But you can't have nice wordings on a thing like a 
invitation ' 

'You is the educated man, sahib You could think of 
some ' 

'RSVpr 
'What that mean?' 

'It don't mean nothing, but it nice to have it ' 

'Let we have it then, man, sahib' You is a modern man, 
and too besides, it sound as pretty wordings ' 

Ganesh himself went to San Fernando to get the cards 
printed The printer's shop was, at first sight, a little 
disappointing It looked black and bleak and seemed to be 
manned only by a thin youth in ragged khaki shorts who 
whistled as he operated the hand-press But when Ganesh 
saw the cards go in blank and come out with his prose 
miraculously transformed into all the authority of type, he 
Was struck with something like awe He stayed to watch 
the boy set up a cinema hand-bill The boy, whistling 
Without intermission, ignored Ganesh altogether 

Is on this sort of machine they does print books?' 
Ganesh asked 

What else you think it make for?' 

You print any good books lately?' 

The boy dabbed some ink on the roller 'You ever hear of 
Trinidad people writing books?' 

I writing a book ' 
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The boy spat into a bin full of ink-stained paper This 
mLt be /funny sort of shop you know "umb r of 
people who come m here and ask me to print the books tney 
writing in invisible ink, man^ 

'What you name?' 

'Basdeo ' i t cpnd 

'All right, Basdeo, boy The day go come when 1 go s 

you a book to print ' j x ' 

'Sure, man Sure You write it and 1 print it 

Ganesh didn't think he liked basdeo s Hollywoo 
manner, and he instantly regretted what he had said 
so far as this business of writing books was concerne , 
seemed to have no will it was the second time e 
committed himself It all seemed preordained 


'Yes, they is pretty invitation cards,' Ramlogan said, but 

there was no joy in his voice 

'But what happen now to make your face long long as 

mango?' 

'Education, sahib, is one hell of a thing When you is a 
poor illiterate man like me, all sort of people does want to 
take advantage on you ' 

Ramlogan began to cry 'Right now, right right now, as 
you sitting down on that bench there and I sitting down on 
this stool behind my shop counter, looking at these pretty 
pretty cards, you wouldn't believe what people trying to do 
to me Right now it have a man m Sipana trying to rob my 
two house there, all because I can't read, and the people m 
Penal behaving in a funny way ' 

'What they doing so?' 

'Ah, sahib That is just like you I know you want to help 
me, but IS too late now All sort of paper with fine fine 
writing they did make me sign and everything, and 
now — now everything lost ' 

Ganesh had not seen Ramlogan cry so much since the 
funeral He said, 'Well, look If is the dowry you worried 
about, you could stop I don't want a big dowry ' 
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'Is the shame, sahib, that eating me up You know how 
with these Hindu weddings everybody does know how 
much the boy get from the girl father When, the morning 
after the wedding the boy sit down and they give him a 
plate of kedgeree, with the girl father having to give money 
and keep on giving until the boy eat the kedgeree, 
everybody go see what I give you, and they go say, "Look, 
Ramlogan marrying off his second and best daughter to a 
boy with a college education, and this is all the man giving " 
Is that what eating me up, sahib I know that for you, 
educated and reading books night and day, it wouldn't 
mean much, but for me, sahib, what about my cha'acter 
and sensa values?' 

'You must stop crying and listen When it come to eating 
the kedgeree, I go eat quick, not to shame you Not too 
quick, because that would make people think you poor as a 
church-rat But 1 wouldn't take much from you ' 
Ramlogan smiled through his tears 'Is just like you, 
sahib, just what I did expect from you I wish Leela did see 
you and then she woulda know what sort of man I choose 
for she husband ' 

'I wish I did see Leela too ' 

'Smatterer fact, sahib, I know it have some modern 
people nowadays who don't even like waiting for money 
before they eat the kedgeree ' 

But IS the custom, man ' 

Yes, sahib, the custom But still I think is a disgrace in 
these modern times Now, if it was 1 was getting married, I 
wouldn't want any dowry and I woulda say, "To hell with 
the kedgeree, man " ' 


As soon as the invitations were out Ganesh had to stop 
visiting Ramlogan altogether, but he wasn't alone in his 
house for long Dozens of women descended on him with 
tieir children He had no idea who most of them were, 
sometimes he recognized a face and found it hard to believe 
hat the woman with the children hanging about her was 



the same cousin who was only a child herself when he first 
went to Port of Spam 

The children treated Ganesh with contempt, 

small boy with a running nose said to him one day, 
1 hey tell me is you who getting married ' 

'Yes, IS me ' 

The boy said, Ahaha^' and ran awav laughing and 
jeering ' 

. 1 said, 'Is something we have to face 

these days The children getting modern ' 

^ Ganesh discovered his aunt among the 
^ been one of the principal moui ners at 

bit h” '"T"' not onlv 

rlnt®u then, but had also paid for it all When 

annovi 1° she became 

annoyed and told him not to be stupid 
somebodrH»"/ *’’‘"8- said 'One day 

ntarned.LbhlnyouTa'iKh^Oh'G 

likp f-hic 1 .^ ^ laugn Oh, Ganeshwa boy, at a time 

familv vorhr't ?T ^™und you, but what 

dead too ' father, he dead, your mother, she 

She was so moved she couldn'f rrt, r 

Ganesh realized what a big thine h,\ ^ for the first time 

Ganesh thought it almost a mirab thal"^®® I 

could live happily m one small 5 V^ople 

organization They had left him ""y =°rt of 

swarmed over thetest of the ht ’’j'^toom, but they 
they could First they had madbr^,^"'^ managed as best 
Site, then they had made it mf ^ extended picnic 

they looked"^ happbVn'bT""dP!^“'"P‘"8='‘" 
discovered that the anamU ^ Ganesh presently 

dozens of women Ur^b'dr'd 

there was one, tall and silo f about the house 

Kmg George It might hav^h f’ad learnt to call 

knew he had never^seebl^ for all he 
house *’®r before King George ruled the 

'Kmg George got a hand,' h.s aunt said 
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'A hand?' 

'She got a hand for sharing things out Give King George 
a little penny cake and give she twelve children to share it 
out to, and you could bet your bottom dollar that King 
George share it fair and square ' 

'You know she, then?' 

'Know she' Is I who take up King George Mark you, I 
think I was very lucky coming across she Now I take she 
everywhere with me ' 

'She related to us?' 

'You could say so Phulbassia is a sort of cousin to King 
George and you is a sort of cousin to Phulbassia ' 

The aunt belched, not the polite after-dinner belch, but a 
long stuttering thing 'Is the wind,' she explained without 
apology 'It have a long time now — since your father dead, 
come to think of it — I suffering from this wind ' 

'You see a doctor?' 

'Doctor? They does only make up things One of them 
tell me— you know what? — that I have a lary liver Is 
something I asking myself a long time now how a liver 
could be lazy, eh?' 

She belched again, said, 'You see?' and rubbed her hands 
over her breasts 

Ganesh thought of this aunt as Lady Belcher and then as 
The Great Belcher In a few days she had a devastating 
effect on the other women in the house They all began 
belching and rubbing their breasts and complaining about 
the Wind All except King George 
Ganesh was glad when the time came for him to be 
anointed with saffron For those days he was confined to 
his room, where his father's body had lain that night, and 
where now The Great Belcher, King George, and a few 
anonymous women gathered to rub him down 
When they left the room they sang Hindi wedding songs of 
a most pessimistic nature, and Ganesh wondered how 
beela was putting up with her own seclusion and 
anointing 

All day long he remained in his room, consoling himself 
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With The Science of Thoughi Review He read through all the 
numbers Mr Stewart had given him, some of them many 
times over All -day he heard the children romping/ 
squealing, and being beaten, the mothers beating/ 
shouting, and thumping about on the floor 

On the day before the wedding, when the women ha 
come in to rub him down for the last time, he asked T e 
Great Belcher, 'I never think about it before, but wha 
those people outside eating? Who paying for it? 

'You' 

He almost sat up in bed, but King George's strong arm 
kept him down , 

'Ramlogan did say that we mustn't get you worried 
about that ' The Great Belcher said 'He say your head hot 
with enough worries already But King George looking 
after everything She got a account with Ramlogan He go 
settle with you after the wedding ' 

'Oh God’ I ain't even married the man daughter yet, and 
already he start’' 


Fourways was nearly as excited at the wedding as it had 
been qt the funeral Hundreds of people, from Fourways 
and elsewhere, were fed at Ramlogan's There were 
dancers, drummers, and singers, for those who were not 
interested in the details of the night-long ceremony The 
yard behind Ramlogan's shop was beautifully illuminated 
with all sorts of lights, except electric ones, and the 
decorations mainly fruit hanging from coconut-palm 
arches—were pleasing All this for Ganesh, and Ganesh 
felt it and was pleased The thought of marriage had at first 
embarrassed him, then, when he spoke with his aunt, awed 
him, now he was simply thrilled 

All through the ceremony he had to pretend, with 
everyone else, that he had never seen Leela She sat at his 
si e v^ e from head to toe, until the blanket was thrown 

unveiled her face In the mellow light 
n er e pink blanket she was as a stranger She was no 
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longer the giggling girl simpering behind the lace curtains 
Already she looked chastened and impassive, a good Hindu 
wife 

Shortly afterwards it was over, and they were man and 
wife Leela was taken away and Ganesh was left alone to 
face the kedgeree-eating ceremony the next morning 
Still in all his bridegroom's regalia, satin robes, and 
tasselled crown, he sat down on some blankets in the yard, 
before the plate of kedgeree It looked white and 
unpalatable, and he knew it would be easy to resist any 
temptation to touch it 

Ramlogan was the first to offer money to induce Ganesh 
to eat He was a little haggard after slaying awake all night, 
but he looked pleased and happy enough when he placed 
five twenty-dollar bills in the brass plate next to the 
kedgeree He stepped back, folded his arms, looked from 
the money to Ganesh to the small group standing by, and 
smiled 

He stood smiling for nearly two minutes, but Ganesh 
didn't even look at the kedgeree 

'Give the boy money, man,'Ramlogan cried to the people 
around 'Give him money, man Come on, don't act as if 
you IS all poor poor as church-rat ' He moved among them, 
laughing, and rallying them Some put down small 
amounts in the brass plate 

Still Ganesh sat, serene and aloof, like an over-dressed 
Buddha 

A little crowd began to gather 

'The boy have sense, man ' Anxiety broke into 
Ramlogan's voice 'When you think a college education is 
these days?' 

He put down another hundred dollars 'Eat, boy, eat it 
Up I don't want you to starve Not yet, anyway ' He 
laughed, but no one laughed with him 

Ganesh didn't eat 

He heard a man saying, 'Well, this thing was bound to 
happen some day ' 

People said, 'Come on, Ramlogan Give the boy money. 
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man What you think he sitting down ihcie foi 7 To take 

out his photo?' lit Uic 

Ramlogan gave a short, forced laugh, and lost ni- 

temper 'If he think he going to get any more mone\ troin 

me he damn well mistaken. Let him don I eat Think, tare 

if he starve? Think I care?' 

He walked away 

The crowd grew bigger, the laughter grew louder 
Ramlogan came back and the crowd cheered him 
He put down two hundred dollars on the brass plate an / 
before he rose, whispered to Ganesh, 'Remember your 
promise, sahib. Eat, boy, eat, son, eat, sahib, eat, pundit 
sahib I beg you, eat ' 

A man shouted, 'No' I not going to eat'' 

Ramlogan stood up and turned around 'You, haul your 
tail away from here quick, quick, before I bieak it up fo'” 
you Don't meddle in what don't concern you ' 

The crowd roared 

Ramlogan bent down again to whisper 'You see, sahib, 
how you making me shame ' This time his whisper 
promised tears 'You see, sahib, what you doing to my 
cha'acter and sensa values ' 

Ganesh didn't move 

The crowd was beginning to treat him like a hero 
In the end Ganesh got from Ramlogan. a cow and a 
heifer, fifteen hundred dollars m cash, and a house m 
Fuente Grove Ramlogan also cancelled the bill for the food 
he had sent to Ganesh's house 

The ceremony ended at about nine in the morning, hut 
Ramlogan was sweating long before then 

The boy and 1 was only having a joke,' he said again and 
again at the end He done know long time now what I was 
going to give him We was only making joke, you know 
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TO BC A really lousy writer takes energy The average 
novelist remains unread not because he is bad but because 
he IS flat On the evidence of Princess Daisy, Judith Krantz 
deserves her high place on the best-seller lists This is the 
second time she has been up there The first time was for a 
bookcalledScn(;i/£’s,whichIwillprobablynevergetaround to 
reading But 1 don't resent the time I have put into reading 
Princess Daisy As a work of art it has the same status as a 
long conversation between two not very bright drunks, 
but as best-sellers go it argues for a reassuringly robust 
connection between fiction and the reading public If cheap 
dreams get no worse than this, there will not be much for 
the cultural analyst to complain about Princess Daisy is a 
terrible book only in the sense that it is almost totally inept 
Frightening it Isn't 

In fact it wouldn't even be particularly boring if only 
Mrs Krantz could quell her artistic urge 'Above all,' said 
Conrad, 'to make you see ' Mrs Krantz strains every nerve 
to make you see She pops her valves in the unrelenting 
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‘effort to bring it all alive 

opposite of a pictorial talent The more detail ^he piles « ■ 
the less dear things become Take the meeting of Stash 
Francesca Mrs Krantz defines Prince 
vitch Valensky, alias Stash, as 'the great war , . 
incomparable polo-player'. Stash is aisy ^ 

Francesca Vernon, the film star, is her mother 
possesses "a combination of tranquillity and pure sensu 
in the composition of the essential triangle of ^ 
mouth' Not just essential but well-nigh indispensable, o 
would have thought Or perhaps that s what she i 

This, however, is to quibble, because before btas 
Francesca can generate Daisy they first have to ^,i 

theirs is a meeting of transfigurative force, as or 
catching up with Daphne The scene is Deauville, 
Francesca the film star, she of the pure sensuality, is ^ 
reluctant spectator at a polo game — reluctant, that is, un i 
she claps eyes on Stash Here is a description of her ey^ / 
together with the remaining component of the essentia 
triangle, namely her mouth 'Her black eyes were long an 
widely spaced, her mouth, even in repose, was rna e 
meaningful by the grace of its shape, the gentle arc of her 
upper lip dipped in the centre to meet the lovely pillow o^ 
her lower lip in a line that had the power of an embrace 
And this is Stash, the great war hero and incomparable 
polo-player 'Valensky had the physical presence of a great 
athlete who has punished his body without pi^Y 
throughout his life and the watchful, fighting eyes of a 
natural predator His glance was bold and his thick brows 
were many shades darker than his blonde hair, cropped 
short and as coarse as the coat of a hastily brushed 
dog His nose, broken many times, gave him the air of a 
roughneck Not only did Valensky never employ 
unnecessary force on the bit and reins but he had been 
born, as some men are, with an instinct for establishing a 
communication between himself and his pony which made 
it seem as if the animal was merely an extension of his 
mind, rather than a beast with a will of its own ' 
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Dog-haired, horse-bramed and with a bashed conk. 
Stash IS too much for Francesca's equilibrium Her hat flies 
off 


'Oh no'' she exclaimed in dismay, but as she spoke. 
Stash Valensky leaned down from his pony and 
scooped her up in one arm Holding her easily, across 
his chest, he urged his mount after the wayward hat 
It had come to rest two hundred yards away, and 
Valensky, leaving Francesca mounted, jumped down 
from his saddle, picked the hat up by its ribbons and 
carefully replaced it on her head The stands rang with 
laughter and applause 

Francesca heard nothing of the noise the spectators 
made Time, as she knew it, had stopped By instinct, 
she remained silent and waiting, passive against 
Stash's soaking-wet polo shirt She could smell his 
sweat and it confounded her with desire Her mouth 
filled with saliva She wanted to sink her teeth into his 
tan neck, to bite him until she could taste his blood, to 
lick up the rivulets of sweat which ran down to his 
open collar She wanted him to fall to the ground with 
her in his arms, just as he was, flushed, steaming, still 
breathing heavily from the game, and grind himself 
into her 

But this is the first of many points at which Mrs Krantz's 
minus capability for evocation leaves you puzzled How did 
Stash get the hat back on Francesca's head? Did he 
remount, or is he just very tall? If he did remount, couldn't 
that have been specified? Mrs Krantz gives you all the 
etails you don't need to form a mental picture, while 
Carefully withholding those you do Half the tnckof pictorial 
''^citing IS to give only the indispensable points and let the 
reader's imagination do the rest Writers who not only give 
the indispensable points but supply all the concrete details 
can leave you feeling bored with then 
riiliance — Wyndham Lewis is an outstanding example 
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But a writer who supplies the concrete details and 
out the indispensable points can only exhaust ^ 
Krantz is right to pride herself on the accuracy or ner 
research into every department of the high life What s e 
says is rarely inaccurate, as far as I can tell It is, however, 
almost invariably irrelevant 

Any way, the book starts with a picture of Daisy (Her 
dark eyes, not quite black, but the colour of the innermos 
heart of a giant purple pansy, caught the late afteimoon 
light and held it fast ') and then goes on to describe t e 
meeting of her parents It then goes on to tell you a lo 
about what her parents got up to before they met Then i 
goes on to tell you about fheir parents The book is 
continually going backwards instead of forwards, a canny 
insurance against the reader^s impulse to skip. At one 
stage I tried skipping a chapter and missed out on about a 
century From the upper West Side of New York I was 
suddenly in the Russian Revolution That's where Stash 
gets his fiery temperament from — Russia. 

Chez Mahu they found that they were able only to 
talk of unimportant things Stash tried to explain polo to 
ranc^ca but she scarcely listened, mesmerized as she was 
with the abrupt movements of his tanned hands on which 
ight blonde hair grew, the hands of a great male animal 'A 
bison? Typically, Mrs Krantz has failed to be specific at the 
exact moment when specificity would be a virtue Perhaps 
btash is like a horse not just m brain but in body This 
would account for his tendency to view Francesca as a 
creature of equine provenance 'Francesca listened to 
alensky s low voice, which had traces of an English 
accen , a brutal man s voice which seemed to vibrate with 
newl^rn^^fo*^^ tenderness, as if he were talking to a 

There is a lot more about Stash and Francesca before the 
get to Daisy Indeed, the writer herself might 
winYd If f = Mrs Krantz) had not first 

kiUed^ Mrl Francesca But before they can be 

n z must expend about a hundred and fifty 
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pages on various desperate attempts to bring them alive In 
World War Two the incomparable polo-player becomes the 
great war hero Those keen to see Stash crash, however, 
are doomed to disappointment, since before Stash can win 
medals in his Hurricane we must hear about his first love 
affair Stash is 14 years old and the Marquise Claire de 
Champery is a sex-pot of a certain age 'She felt the 
congestion of blood rushing between her primly pressed 
together thighs, proof positive that she had been right to 
provoke the boy ' Stash, meanwhile, shows his customary 
tendency to metamorphose into an indeterminate life- 
form 'He took her hand and put it on his penis The hot 
sticky organ was already beginning to rise and fill It moved 
under her touch like an animal ' A field mouse? A boa 
constrictor? 

Receiving the benefit of Stash's extensive sexual 
education, Francesca conceives twins One of the twins 


turns out to be Daisy and the other her retarded sister, 
Danielle But first Stash has to get to the clinic 'As soon as 
the doctor telephoned. Stash raced to the clinic at 95 miles 
an hour ' Miserly as always with the essentials, Mrs Krantz 
trusts the reader to supply the information that Stash is 
attaining this speed by some form of motorized transport 
Stash rejects Danielle, Francesca flees with Danielle and 
Daisy Stash consoles himself with his collection of jet 
aircraft Mrs Krantz has done a lot of research in this area 
but It IS transparently research, which is not the same thing 
as knowledge Calling a Junkers 88 a Junker 88 might be a 
misprint, but her rhapsody about Stash's prize purchase of 
1953 IS a dead giveaway ' He tracked down and bought the 


most recent model available of the Lockheed XP-80, known 
the Shooting Star, a jet which for many years could out- 
manoeuvre and outperform almost every other aircraft m 
the world ' USAF fighter aircraft carried 'X' numbers only 
before being accepted for service By 1953 the Shooting 
t>tar was known as the F-80, had been in service for years, 
3nd Was practically the slowest thing of its type in the sky 
ut Mrs Krantz is too fascinated by that 'X' to let it go She 
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deserves marks, however, for her determination to catch 
up on the arcane nomenclature of boys' toys. 

Stash finally buys a farm during a flying display in 196^7. 
An old Spitfire packs up on him 'The undercarriage of the 
27-year-old plane stuck and the landing gear could hot be 
released' Undercarriage and landing gear are, the same 
thing — her vocabularies have collided over the AtlanficV 
Also an airworthy 27-year-old Spitfire in 1967 would Kaye 
been a very rare bird indeed no wonder the undercarriage 
got in the road of the landing gear But Mrs Krantz goes 
some way towards capturing the excitement of machines; 
and should not be mocked for her efforts. Francescaj 
incidentally, dies in a car crash, with the make of car 
unspecifed , , 

One trusts that Mrs Krantz's documentation of less 
particularly masculine activities is as meticulous as itrs 
undoubtedly exhaustive, although even m such straight- 
orward matters as food and drink she can sometimes be 
caught making the elementary mistake of piling on the 
^tal tew details too many Before Stash gets killed he takes 

L^i? j Sunday at theConnaught. Aftenhe 

ge s 1 e he is forced to give up this practice, although 
u reason why he should not have continued, 

^ more animated before his prang than-after. 

ref marched the Connaught so heavily.thaf 
nntT.l P^rt of the furniture. It is duly^^ 

undiilv rtf ^ brown and gold border.Tt is 

bottom printed, at the 

nearest hr ^ thing would not happen at,th^e 

“ark ofT. not necessarily , 



admires. There 7s noth- ^ exclusiveness' ^she so 
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talent Food is important to Mrs Krantz so important that 
her characters keep turning into it, when they are not 
turning into animals Daisy has a half-brother called Ram, 
who rapes her, arouses her sexually, beats her up, rapes 
her again, and does his best to wreck her life because she 
rejects his love His passion is understandable, when you 
consider Daisy's high nutritional value 'He gave up the 
struggle and devoured her lips with his own, kissing her as 
if he were dying of thirst and her mouth were a moist fruit ' 
A mango? Daisy fears Ram but goes for what he dishes out 
'Deep within her something sounded, as if the string of a 
great cello had been plucked, a note of remote, mysterious 
but unmistakable warning ' Boing 

Daisy heeds the warning and lights out for the USA, 
where she becomes a producer of television commercials in 
order to pay Danielle's hospital bills She pals up with a 
patrician girl called Kiki, whose breasts quiver in 
indignation — the first breasts to have done that for a long, 
long time At such moments one is reminded of Mrs 
Krantz's true literary ancestry, which stretches all the way 
back to Elinor Glyn, E M Hull and Gertrude Atherton She 
is wasting a lot of her time and too much of ours trying to 
be John O'Hara At the slightest surge of congested blood 
between her primly pressed together thighs, all Mrs 
Krantz's carefully garnered social detail gives way to eyes 
like twin dark stars, mouths like moist fruit and breasts 
quivering with indignation 

There is also the warm curve of Daisy's neck where the 
jaw joins the throat Inheriting this topographical feature 
from her mother, Daisy carries it around throughout the 
novel waiting for the right man to kiss it hiHo tremnnle Ram 
'ynl definitely not do A disconsolate rapist, he searches 
hopelessly among the eligible young English ladies — Jane 
uonham-Carter and Sabrina Guiness are both considered 
~before choosing the almost inconceivably well-connected 
barah Fane Having violated Sarah in his by now standard 
manner. Ram is left with nothing to do except blow Daisy's 
secret and commit suicide As Ram bites the dust the world 
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learns that the famous Princess Daisy, star of a mute 
milhon-dollar perfume promotion, has a retarde . 

Will this put the kibosh on the promotion, not to 
Daisy's love for the man m charge, the wheeler-^aler ^ 

of Supracorp, Pat Shannon ('larky bandit, freeboot. 


^ Daisy's libido, dimmed at first by Ram's rape, has already 
been reawakened by the director of her commerci / 
ruthless but prodigiously creative character referre o 
North Yet North finally lacks what it takes to reach 
warm curve of Daisy's neck Success in that area is - 

for Shannon He it is, who undoes all the damage ^ 7 
arouses her hot blood 'It seemed a long time e . 
Shannon began to imprint a blizzard of tiny kisses a - 
point where Daisy's ]aw joined her throat, that parhcu a Jr 
warm curve, spendthrift with beauty, that he had n ^ 
allowed himself to realize had haunted him for 
Daisy felt fragile and warm to Shannon, as if he'd ► 

young unicorn [horses again — C J.L some strange myt . 
logical creature Her hair was the most intense source or Ug 
in the room, since it reflected the moonlight creeping 
through the windows, and by its light he saw her eyes. 


open, rapt and glowing, twin dark stars/ 

Shannon might think he's got hold of some kind of horse,, 
but as far as Daisy's concerned she's a species of cetacean i 
'It was she who guided his hands down the length of 
body, she who touched him wherever she could reach, 3® 


playfully as a dolphin, until he realized that her f ragility 
strength, and that she wanted him without reserve ^ 
Daisy is so moved by this belated but shattermgly ^ 
complete experience that she can be forgiven for whabshe 

does next 'Afterward, as they lay together, half asleep,,but 

unwilling to drift apart into unconsciousness, Daisy farted, 
in a tiny series of absolutely irrepressible little pops that< 
seemed to her to go on for a minute/ It takes bad art-to . 
teach us how good art gets done Knowing that the 
dithyrambs have gone on long' enough, Mrs Krantz h^® ; 
tried to undercut them with something earthy Her-tprie^ 
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goes wrong, but her intention is worthy of respect It is like 
one of those clumsy attempts at naturalism in a late- 
medieval painting — less pathetic than portentous, since it 
adumbrates the great age to come Mrs Krantz will never 
be much of an artist but she has more than a touch of the 
artist's ambition 


Princess Daisy is not to be despised Nor should it be 
deplored for its concern with aristocracy, glamour, status, 
success and things like that On the evidence of her prose, 
Mrs Krantz has not enough humour to write tongue-in- 
cheek, but other people are perfectly capable of reading 
that way People don't get their morality from their 
reading matter they bring their morality to it The 
assumption that ordinary people's lives could be controlled 
and limited by what entertained them was always too 
condescending to be anything but fatuous 
Mrs Krantz, having dined at Mark's Club, insists that it 
, IS exclusive There would not have been much point to her 
dining there if she did not think that A bigger snob than 
she might point out that the best reason for not dining at 
Mark's Club is the chance of finding Mrs Krantz there It 
, takes only common sense, though, to tell you that on those 
^ terms exclusiveness is not just chimerical but plain tedious 
You would keep better company eating Kentucky Fried 
^ Chicken in a launderette But if some of this book's readers 
find themselves day-dreaming of the high life, let us be 
grateful that Mrs Krantz exists to help give their vague 
aspirations a local habitation and a name They would 
dream anyway, and without Mrs Krantz they would dream 
unaided 

I To pour abuse on a book like this makes no more sense 
than to kick a powder-puff Princess Daisy is not even 
reprehensible for the three million dollars its author was 
l[i for it m advance It would probably have made most of 

he money back without a dime spent on publicity The 
j Only bad thing is the effect on Mrs Krantz's personality 


48 


CLIVE JAMES 

Until lately she was a nice Jewish lady harbouring the usual 
bourgeois fancies about the aristocracy But now she gives 
interviews extolling her own hard head 'Like so many of 
us, she told the Daily Mail on 28 April, 'I happen to believe 
that being young, beautiful and rich is more desirable than 
being old, ugly and destitute ' Mrs Krantz is 50 years old, 
but to judge from the photograph on the back of the book 
she is engaged in a series of hard-fought delaying actions 
against time This, 1 believe, is one dream that intelligent 
people ought not to connive at, since the inevitable result 
of any attempt to prolong youth is a graceless old age 
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KATE'S ATTEMPT TO take her psychiatrist friend Leonard as 
a lover couldn't have turned out worse if Sam Peckinpah 
had written her life script But it looked grea in e 
planning stage, while she was still conceptualizing i , an 
she trucked off to Tiburon that awful day in a warm glow 
of anticipation She was feeling just terrific For one thing, 
she was wearing her new proletarian, chic overal s, w ic 
were dynamite For another, she had decided to p ay e 
whole scene off the wall, to just go with the How 
Everybody knew, in these days of heightened ccmscious 
ness, that the rational mind was a screw-up, the really 
authentic thing to do was to act on your impulses 
How could she have dreamed that two hours la^r ^ e 
be gorging compulsively on refined sugar at the Swedish 
bakery, weeping into her coffee, and wondering how to ge 
, even with Leonard for doing that absolutely unbelievable 

number on her? c u 'j 

Omens and portents were everywhere, if she d just 
: stopped to notice them For one thing, Tiburon was 
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crawling with tourist types, in drip-dry coordinates^ a : 
their no-class wives, who all looked like ii^- 

Miss Disneyland of 1955 For another, when she 
found a parking place in front of Tiburon Vin ^ 
another VW bus tried to back into it while she was bacKing 

•) j, 

and filling _ ' 

Kate won, but not before the other driver, w 
bumper sticker read ^One World, One Spirih 
Humanity/ had given her the finger Then she got 
leg of her overalls caught in the bus door, a blow 
they were )ust back from Meader's. Kate hadnT dar^ vvas 
them because she was afraid the Esso patch would run. , 
And finally, when she got to Leonard's office ^ 
of a remodeled ark he shared with a head shop, S'unshin / 
Leonard's receptionist, was still at her desk Kate a 
hoped she'd be off on her yogurt break 

At last Sunshine padded out in her beaded moccasin / 
made for her 'by this native American craftsman who s od 
thirty-second Cherokee/ and Kate stopped pretending 
read Psychology Today and restlessly paced Leonard s of ice^ 
which was wittily decorated with positively Jnn^^d 
primitive African masks and a collection of shrunKCd 
heads , r ' '1 

Leonard emerged from his inner sanctum a few minutes 
later escorting a boy of about seven The boy was carrying^ 
something Kate recognized, incredulously, as one of thos^ 
plastic dog messes from the sidewalk stands in Chinatown , 
As she stared, he thrust it at Leonard . .Z,‘- / 

'Nummy num num'' Leonard said enthusiastically/ 
pretending to take a bite Then he steered the kid out the 
door a bit more firmly than seemed absolutely necessary. 
'And remember,' he told him, waving, stay loose . 

Kate couldn't help blowing her cool and asking vyhat that 
was all about, and when Leonard told her that.Kevirf h^d 
this mind and body dichotomy thing,' and that Leonard 
was trying to get him m touch with himself, starting witn 
feces, her throat closed ... — 

So they got off to a bad start, and things went steadih 
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downhill from there Kate suggested lunch, but they 
couldn't agree where to go, she liked El Burro, but 
Leonard was 'enchilada'd out' and had also 'O D 'd on 
tostadas compuestas' the night before He manipulated her 
into agreeing on Sam's Deck, which Kate didn't like 
because the last time she'd gone there, a gull had dumped 
on her shrimp Louie 

Worst of all, when they were sitting on the sunny deck at 
last, he couldn't stop talking about his own trip, rapping at 
her in this very hyper way about how he was into corporal 
punishment, the latest breakthrough in child psychology 
He said he'd had amazing results just acting out his anger 
with his patients He was also big on video feedback 
('fantastic'), role-playing ('fantastic') and Japanese hot tubs, 
which made meaningful human interaction 'practically 
inevitable' 


Her anxieties mounting as Leonard ordered another 
Wallbanger (did she have enough cash in her Swedish 
carpenter's tool kit to cover the tab?), Kate wondered how 
a man who had spent three weekends at Esalen and knew 
Werner Erhard personally could be so insensitive She kept 
trying to tell Leonard about Harvey's hangups and how 
repressed she was because of them, but Leonard wouldn't 
really pay attention Although he kept saying, 'I hear you, I 
hear you,' he wasn t listening, and once, when she 
confessed a particularly intimate dissatisfaction with 
Harvey, he murmured absently, 'That s cool ' 

Her self-image disintegrating rapidly, Kate decided to lay 
her body on the line 'Leonard,' she said, raising her voice, 
I m sorry to dump on you like this, but I'm on a really heavy 
tnp right now, you know? Like, I can't get my act together ' 
hhe paused significantly 'Leonard, I need you I want you 
to help me get clear ' 

Leonard leaned across the table and gave Kate his full 
attention for the first time At least she thought he did, he 
'vas wearing acid glasses, so it was hard to tell 

Listen,' he said sincerely, 'I know exactly where you're 
Coming from ' He covered her hand warmly with his. 
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^ ^ ^ light blue with cotton-wool clouds 

and there s a bit of a breeze blowing form the west^Kindof 
up 1 ted feeling Romantic, if you know what I mean Fm 
not much of a ladies' man, but on this particular morning it 
seemed to me that what I really wanted was some 
c arming girl to buzz up and ask me to save her from 
assassins or something So that it was a bit of an anti- 
1 merely ran into young Bingo Little, looking 
horsesho ^ crimson satin tie decorated with 

^^^11®' hcrtie ' said Bingo 

^ gargled 'The cravat* The gent's 
neckwear* Why? For what reason?' 

k ^ blushed 'I-er-I was given it ' 
the r so I dropped the subject Always 

couple k ^ toddled along a bit, and sat down on a 

lanTutshpd ^ Serpentine Conversation 

glassy sort o^f'manrer" straight ahead of him m a 

quart Jr ^ pause of about an hour and a 

'Hallo*' 

'Do you hke the name Mabel?' ' 

'No?' 

'No' 

the wind rustling lenlhr^t ^^^d of music in the word, like 
'No ' ^ through the treetops?' 

He seemed disappointed 

'Of course, you wouldn't Y ^ then cheered up 

worm without any soul a fat-headed 

'Just as you say Whn^c 1^°^?' 


'Just as you say Who' is 
For I realized now that poor old^B^ ' ' 

It once agam Ever smee 1 have h„ going through 

school together— he has been n ” we were at 

with someone, generally the f«”>ng in love 

on him hke magic. At school he h» J'^E' seems to act 

f'nest collection of 
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actresses' photographs of anyone of his time, and at 
Oxford his romantic nature was a byword 
'You'd better come along and meet her at lunch,' he said, 
looking at his watch 

'A ripe suggestion,' I said 'Where are you meeting her? 
At the Ritz?' 

'Near the Ritz ' 

He was geographically accurate About fifty yards east of 
the Ritz there is one of those blighted tea-and-bun shops 
you see dotted about all over London, and into this, if you'll 
believe me, young Bingo dived like a homing rabbit, and 
before I had time to say a word we were wedged in at a 
table, on the brink of a silent pool of coffee left there by an 
early luncher 

I'm bound to say I couldn't quite follow the development 
of the scenario Bingo, while not absolutely rolling in the 
stuff, has always had a fairish amount of the ready Apart 
from what he got from his uncle old Mortimer Little, 
you've probably he'ard of Little's Liniment (It Limbers Up 
The Legs) he ran that till he turned it into a company and 
retired with a pile — I say, apart from what he got from the 
above, who gave him a pretty decent allowance. Bingo 
being his only relative and presumably his heir, 1 knew that 
Bingo had finished up the jumping season well on the right 
side of the ledger, having collected a parcel over the . 
Lincolnshire Why, then, was he lunching the girl at this 
Godforsaken eatery? It couldn't be because he was hard up 
Just then the waitress arrived Rather a pretty girl 

Aren't we going to wait ?' I started to say to Bingo, 

thinking it somewhat thick that, in addition to asking a girl 
to lunch with him in a place like this, he should fling himself 
the foodstuffs before she turned up, when I caught 
Bis face, and stopped 

the man was goggling His entire map was suffused 
With a rich blush He looked like the Soul's Awakening 
hone m pmk 

Hallo, Mabeh' he said, with a sort of gulp 
Hallo'' said the girl 
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crushing the piece of hamburger bun she d been nerxoi ) 
shredding . 

'Why don't you come to my place on Bolinai’ ^ 
weekend?' His turquoise iing bit into her 
began to chant seductively 'Wholisticnutrition to 

bio-feedback , massage ' Kate was 
hyperventilate when he added m another voice en 
'Friday night through Sunday noon One pW 

fiftybucksif you crash in the dorm Extra charge ror j. 

tub I take MasterCharge, American Express,all your 


credit cards ' 

Kate had seldom felt such overwhelming 
her husband, good old Harvey, as she did when 
back m her Mill Valley tract house that afternoon, coo J 
her nuclear family a gourmet dinner to expiate 
and wondering how she could manage to plant a dead nO 
in Leonard's waterbed But while she was 
mashing chicken livers, which reminded her unpHasan 
of Kevin's plastic turd, Harvey called to say he wouldn 
home for dinner and not to wait up .ig 

She knew better, of course, but she felt an alarming 
pang of suspicion The fourth time this week, and wa 
Harvey really that far behind on his flow charts? 
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JEEVES 1 SAID, coming away from the window 
t 'Sir?' said Jeeves He had been clearing the breakfast 
^ things, but at the sound of the young master's voice he 
cheesed it courteously 

It's a topping morning, Jeeves ' 

'Decidedly, sir ' 

^ 'Spring and all that ' 

'Yes sir ' 

In the spring, Jeeves, a livelier ins gleams upon the 
burnished dove ' 

So I have been informed, sir ' 

Righl-o' Then bring me my whangee, my yellowest 
shoes, and the old green Homburg I'm going into the park 
o do pastoral dances ' 

'Very good, sir ' 


j know if you know that sort of feeling you get on 
cse days round about the end of April and the beginning of 
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Mabel, said Bingo, ''this is Bertie Wooster, a pal of niine 

Tine^'^I she said ^Nice morning ' 

wearing the tie/ said Bingo. 

Person,ir“ said the girl 

suited mo u ^ad told me that a tie like thal 

luarrard "r ^ ji*^ have risen and struck them on the 
Sngo sim "f age and sex, but poor ol 

smirked in*the f'nstored with gratification, and 

'Well vvh f' gruesome manner 

'ntroducinc thp hi today?' asked the ghl 

Bmgo studipH touch into the conversation 

studied the menu devoutly 
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You don't think she's the most wonderful girl you ever 
saw^' he said, wistfully 

'Oh, absolutely'' I said, to appease the blighter 'Where 
did you meet her?' 

'At a Subscription dance at Camberwell ' 

What on earth were you doing at a Subscription dance at 
Camberwell?' 


Your man Jeeves asked me if I would buy a couple of 
tickets It was in aid of some charity or other ' 

Jeeves? I didn't know he went in for that sort of thing ' 
Well, I suppose he has to relax a bit every now and then 
Anyway, he was there, swinging a dashed efficient shoe I 
hadn't meant to go at first, but I turned up for a lark Oh, 
hertie, think what I might have missed'' 

What might you have missed?' I asked, the old lemon 
being slightly clouded 

MabeC^^" chump If I hadn't gone I shouldn't have met 
'Oh, ah'' 

At this point Bingo fell into a species of trance, and only 
ame out of it to wrap himself round the pie and macaroon 
ertie, he said, 'I want your advice ' 
t_arry on ' 

At least, not your advice, because that wouldn't be much 
00 to anybody I mean, you're a pretty consummate old 
^ you? Not that I want to hurt your feelings, of 


that f^n ^ would do is to put the whole thing to 

Yo ' ^ f Jeeves of yours, and see what he suggests 
Out" told me that he has helped other pals of yours 

Besses From what you tell me, he's by way of being 

the brains of the family' 

e s never let me down yet ' 

'.if y problem ' 
t^hat problem?' 
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Why, you poor fish, my uncle, of course. What do you 
think my uncle's going to say to all this? If I sprang it on him 
col^ he'd tie himself in knots on the hearth-rug ' 

One of these emotional johnnies, eh?' 

Somehow or other his mind has got to be prepared to 
receive the nev/s But how^^ 

'Ahi' 

That s a lot of help, that "ah’" You see, Tm pretty well 
ependent on the old boy If he cut off my allowance, I 
s ould be very much in the soup So you put the whole 
inge up to Jeeves and see if he can't scare up a happy 
fU somehow Tell him my future is in his hands, and 
11 L bells ring out, he can rely on me, even 

a my kingdom Well, call it ten quid Jeeves would 
exert himself with ten quid on the horizon, what?' 

Undoubtedly,' I said 

surprised at Bingo wanting to lug 
I It was the first thing 

holp of ^bought of doing myself if I had been in any 

havino ascription Most fellows, no doubt, are all for 

trouspre confine their activities to creasing 

It's dif f without trying to run the home, but 

to mf I tbe first day he came 

and friend H ^ ^ guide, philosopher, 

ideas If anvhnd ^ ^iP^st intellect, full of bright 

could ^ ^ could fix things for poor old Bingo, he 

'Jeevef'"^" ^bat night after dinner 

'Sir?' 

Are you busy just now?' 

No, sir ' 

'N?,^ sm 1^15*^^^ ai^ythmg m particular?' 
improving book hour to read some 

easily be postponed services, this can 

'Well, I want vonV A abandoned altogether 

'Yot-ng MrT.uir^ Mr L.trie ' 

‘-.ttle, s.r, or the elder Mr L.ttle, his uncle, 
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who lives in Pounceby Gardens?' 

Jeeves seemed to know everything Mostamazing thing 
I'd been palTy with Bingo practically all my life, and yet I 
didn't remember ever having heard that his uncle lived 
anywhere in particular 

'How did you know he lived in Pounceby Gardens?' I 
said 

'I am on terms of some intimacy with the elder Mr Little's 
cook, sir In fact, there is an understanding ' 

I'm bound to say that this gave me a bit of a start 
Somehow I'd never thought of Jeeves going in for that sort 
of thing 

'Do you mean you're engaged?' 

'It may be said to amount to that, sir ' 

'Well, wellt' 

'She is a remarkably excellent cook, sir,' said Jeeves, as 
though he felt called on to give some explanation "What 
was It you wished to ask me about Mr Little?' 

I sprang the details on him 

And that's how the matter stands, Jeeves,'! said 'I think we 
ought to rally round a trifle and help poor old Bingo put the 
thing through Tell me about old Mr Little What sort of a 
chap IS he?' 

A somewhat curious character, sir Since retiring from 
usiness he has become a great recluse, and now devotes 
himself almost entirely to the pleasures of the table ' 
Greedy hog, you mean?' 

1 would not, perhaps, take the liberty of describing him 
m precisely those terms, sir He is what is usually called a 
Sourmet Very particular about what he eats, and for that 

3 high value on Miss Watson's services ' 

1 he cook?' 

'Ves, Sir ' 

‘ , it looks to me as though our best plan would be to 

s oot young Bingo on to him after dinner one night 
'^ood' I mean to say, and all that ' 

‘ H sir, thatatthemomentMrLittleisona 

owing to an attack of gout ' 

i 


60 


P G WODEHOUSn 


Things begin to look wobbly ' 

No, sir, I fancy that the elder Mr Little's misfortune 
may be turned to the younger Mr Little's advantage. I was 
speaking only the other day to Mr Little's valet, and he was 
telling me that it has become his principal duty to read to 
Mr Little in the evenings If I were in your place, sir, I 
should send young Mr Little to read to his uncle.' 

Nephew's devotion, you mean? Old man touched by 
kindly action, what?' 


T sir But I would rely more on young Mr 

Little s choice of literature ' & 

That s no good Jolly old Bingo has a kind face, but when 
comes to literature he stops at the Sporlmg Times ' 

sewA r “''^rcorne I would be happy to 


I quite grasp it yet ' 

adverL^rt^'r advocate is what, I believe, the 

of drivme arf A Suggestion, sir, consisting as it does 

ha^had^exnp^^^ home by constant repetition You may 
nai^ had experience of the system?' 

influence and rh ' ° after a bit you come under the 

Slv .fr Th "nd buy a cake?' 

most valuable pmDal^""d basis of all the 

reason why it sho^jl?^ f ^ world war I see no 

desiredS^th ' "rd to :h°'’‘\^ 
distinctions If youneMrLittlo*^^ subject s views on class 
his uncle a seneq rS ^ ^^o read day after day to 

young persons of an which marriage with 

LthiSe and admrrlT\^r‘"‘ up as 

elder Mr Little's mmd f ^u' ^ ^^ucy it would prepare the 
that his nephew "s”o .nformation 

'^retherLnvboSfs oAt, . ^ ^ waitress m a tea-shop ' 

1 ever see Aentionad ^ i The 

couples who find life erer u Papers are about married 
price' ® t stick each other at any 
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'Yes, sir, there are a great many, neglected by the 
reviewers but widely read You have never encountered 
All for Love, by Rosie M Banks?' 

'No' 

'Nor A Red, Red Summer Rose, by the same author?' 

'No' 

'I have an aunt, sir, who owns an almost complete set of 
Rosie M Banks I could easily borrow as many volumes as 
young Mr Little might require They make very light, 
attractive reading ' 

'Well, it's worth trying ' 

'I should certainly recommend the scheme, sir ,' 

'All right, then Toddle round to your aunt's tomorrow 
and grab a couple of the fruitiest We can but have a dash at 
it' 

'Precisely, sir ' 


Bingo reported three days later that Rosie M Banks was 
the goods and beyond a question the stuff to give the 
troops Old Little had jibbed somewhat at first at the 
proposed change of literary diet, he not being much of a lad 
for fiction and having stuck hitherto exclusively to the 
heavier monthly reviews, but Bingo had got chapter one of 
All for Love past his guard before he knew what was 
happening, and after that there was nothing to it Since 
then they had finished A Red, Red Summer Rose, Madcap 
Myrtle, and Only a Factory Girl and were halfway through 
The Courtship of Lord Strathmorlick 
Bingo told me all this in a husky voice over an egg beaten 
up in sherry The only blot on the thing from his point of 
View was that it wasn't doing a bit of good to the old vocal 
chords, which were beginning to show signs of cracking 
Under the strain He had been looking his symptoms up in a 
uiedical dictionary, and he thought he had got 'clergyman's 
throat' But against this you had to set the fact that he was 
Waking an undoubted hit in the right quarter, and also that 
after the evening's reading he always stayed on to dinner. 
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and, from what he told me, the dinners turned out by old 
Little's cook had to be tasted to be believed There were 
tears in the old blighter's eyes as he got on the subject of 
the clear soup I suppose to a fellow who for weeks had 
been tackling macaroons and limado it must have been like 
Heaven 

Old Little wasn't able to give any practical assistance at 
these banquets, but Bingo said that he came to the table 
and had his whack of arrowroot, and sniffed the dishes, and 
told stories of entrees he had had in the past, and sketched out 
scenarios of what he was going to do to the bill of fare in the 
future, when the doctor put him in shape, so I suppose he 
enjoyed himself, too, in a way Anyhow, things seemed to 
be buzzing along quite satisfactorily, and Bingo said he had 
got an idea which, he thought, was going toclinchthe thing 

^ what it was, but he said it was a pippin 

We make progress, Jeeves,' I said 
That is very satisfactory, sir ' 

Mr Little tells me that when he came to the big scene in 

Only a Factory Girl, his uncle gulped like a stricken bull-pup ' 
indeed, sir? 

an^say^^ hord Claude takes the girl in his arms, you know, 

moving 'With the passage, sir. It is distinctly 

moving It was a great favourite of my aunt's ' 

1 think we re on the right track ' 

It would seem so, sir ' 

I've alwavs^^aiJ being another of your successes 
Jeeves vou stanrf ^ sheer brain, 

age Slimnlv ft J thinkers of the 

satisfaction- ’ endeavour to give 


K.S uncle" goufh!d‘r‘'‘'' ‘he news that 

morrow he would he^h^\ trouble him, and that on the 
wnnld be back at the old stand working away 
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with knife and fork as before 
'And, by the way,' said Bingo, 'he wants you to lunch with 
him tomorrow ' 

'Me? Why me? He doesn't know I exist ' 

'Oh, yes, he does I've told him about you ' 

'What have you told him?' 

'Oh, various things Anyhow, he wants to meet you And 
take“my tip, laddie — you go' I should think tomorrow would 
be something special ' 

I don't know why it was, but even then it struck me that 
there was something dashed odd — almost sinister, if you 
know what I mean — about young Bingo's manner The old 
egg had the air of one who has something up his sleeve 
'There is more in this than meets the eye,' I said 'Why 
should your uncle ask a fellow to lunch whom he's never 
seen?' 

'My dear old fathead, haven't I just said that I've been 
telling him all about you — that you're my best pal — at 
school together, and all that sort of thing?' 

'But even then — and another thing Why are you so 
dashed keen on my going?' 

Bingo hesitated for a moment 

'Well, I told you I'd got an idea This is it I want you to 
spring the news on him I haven't the nerve myself ' 
'What' I'm hanged if I do*' 

'And you call yourself a pal of mine'' 

'Yes, I know, but there are limits ' 

'Bertie,' said Bingo, reproachfully, 'I saved your life once ' 
'When?' 

'Didn't I? It must have been some other fellow, then 
Well, anyway, we were boys together and all that You 
can't let me down ' 

'Oh, all right,' I said 'But, when you say you haven't 
nerve enough for any dashed thing in the world you 
misjudge yourself A fellow who — ' 

'Bung-oh'' said young Bingo 'One-thirty tomorrow^ 
Don't be late ' 
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Vm bound to say that the more I contemplated the binge, 
the less I liked it It was all very well for Bingo to say that i 
was slated for a magnificent lunch, but what good is the 
best possible lunch to a fellow if he is slung out into the 
street on his ear during the soup course? However, the 
word of a Wooster is his bond and all that sort of rot, so at 
one-thirty next day I tottered up the steps of No 16 , 
Pounceby Gardens, and punched the bell And half a minute 
later I was up in the drawing-room, shaking hands with the 
fattest man I have ever seen in my life 
The motto of the Little family was evidently vanety 
Young Bingo is long and thin and hasn't had a superfluous 
ounce on him since we first met, but the uncle restored the 
average and a bit over The hand which grasped mine 
wrapped it round and enfolded it till I began to wonder if I d 
ever get it out without excavating machinery 
'Mr Wooster, I am gratified — I am proud — I am 
honoured ' 

It seemed to me that young Bingo must have boosted me 
to some purpose 
'Oh, ah'' I said 

He stepped back a bit, still hanging on to the good right 
hand 

'You are very young to have accomplished so much'' 

I couldn't follow the train of thought The family/ 
especially my Aunt Agatha, who has savaged me 
incessantly from childhood up, have always rather made a 
point of the fact that mine is a wasted life, and that, since I 
won a prize at my first school for the best collection of wild 
flowers made during the summer holidays, I haven't done a 
dam' thing to land me on the nation's scroll of fame I was 
wondering if he couldn't have got me mixed up with 
someone else, when the telephone-bell rang outside in the 
hall, and the maid came m to say that I was wanted I 
buzzed down, and found it was young Bingo 

Hallo' said young Bingo 'So you've got there? Good 
man' I knew I could rely on you I say, did my uncle seem 
pleased to see you?' 
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'Absolutely all over me I can't make it out ' 

'Oh, that's all right I just rang up to explain The fact is, 
old man, I know you won't mind, but I told him you were 
the author of those books I've been reading to him ' 
'Whaf' 

'Yes, I said, that "Rosie M Banks" was your pen-name, 
and you didn't want it generally known, because you were 
a modest, retiring sort of chap He'll listen to you now 
Absolutely hang on your words A brightish idea, what? I 
doubt if Jeeves in person could have thought up a better one 
than that Well, pitch it strong, old lad, and keep steadily 
before you the fact that I must have my allowance raised I 
can't possibly marry on what I've got now If this film is to 
end with the slow fade-out on the embrace, at least double 
IS indicated Well, that's that Cheerio'' 

And he rang off At that moment the gong sounded, and 
the genial host came tumbling downstairs like the delivery 
of a ton of coals 


I always look back to that lunch with a sort of aching regret 
It was the lunch of a lifetime, and I wasn't in a fit state to 
appreciate it Subconsciously, if you know what I mean, I 
could see it was pretty special, but I had got the wind up to 
such a frightful extent over the ghastly situation in which 
young Bingo had landed me that its deeper meaning never 
really penetrated Most of the time I might have been 
eating sawdust for all the good it did me 
Old Little struck the literary note right from the start 
'My nephew has probably told you that I have been 
making a close study of your books of late?' he began 
'Yes. He did mention it How — er — how did you like the 
bally things?' 

He gazed reverently at me 

'Mr Wooster, I am not ashamed to say that the tears came 
into my eyes as 1 listened to them It amazes me that a man 
as young as you can have been able to plumb human nature 
so surely to its depths, to play with so unerring a hand on 
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the quivering heartstrings of your reader, to write novels 
so true, so human, so moving, so vital!' 

'Oh, it's ]ust a knack,' I said 

The good old persp was bedewing my forehead by this 

time in a pretty lavish manner I don't know when I've been 
so rattled 


Do you find the room a trifle warm^' 

'Oh no, no, rather not Just right ' 

Then it's the pepper If my cook has a fault— which I am 
not prepared to admit— it is that she is inclined to stress the 

ppper a trifle in her made dishes By the way, do you like 
her cooking?' 

I was so relieved that we had got off the subject of my 

^ ’■‘"Sing 

nrin,^”* to hear it, Mr Wooster. I may be 

‘^ThtoTuteS' ^ ' 

hal^ nof tJ^at time 1 

hiehpqi-Qi-a c of a single lapse from the 

a Durist j winter of 1917, when 

hers as condemned a certain mayonnaise of 

allowances Tli'p ^ k dreaminess But one must make 
time and several air-raids about that 

nTthme IS TJ f u" ^i^^ken But 

had my crLs^to h booster, and I have 

constant aDDrpHp.nc^^^ i ^^f^dse years I have lived in 
might lure her frn^^ some evilly-disposed person 
knowledge she employ„,e,t To my certain 

accept service elsewhere Yn ° j lucrative offers, to 
Wooster, when onlv tV. ^ of my dismay, Mr 

notice" the bolt fell She gave 

'Good Lord*' 

Your consternation does credit- if T t 

heart of the author of A I? /vj / ^ to the 

thankful to say the wor^f Rose But I am 

Has been adjusted Tanri ' fi^^' happened The matter 

} jane is not leaving ,me ' 
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'Good egg>' 

'Good egg, indeed — though the expression is not familiar 
to me I do not remember having come across it in your 
books And, speaking of your books, may I say that ivhat 
has impressed me about them even more than the moving 
poignancy of the actual narrative is your philosophy of life 
If there were more like you, Mr Wooster, London would be 
a better place ' 

This was dead opposite to my Aunt Agatha's philosophy 
of life, she having always rather given me to understand 
that it IS the presence in it of fellows like me that makes 
London more or less of a plague-spot, but I let it go 
'Let me tell you, Mr Wooster, that I appreciate your 
splendid defiance of the outworn fetishes of a purblind 
social system I appreciate it ' You are big enough to see that 
rank is but the guinea stamp and that, in the magnificent 
words of Lord Bletchmore in On/y a Factory Girl, "Be her 
origin ne'er so humble, a good woman is the equal of the 
finest lady on earth'" ' 

I sat up 

'I say' Do you think that?' 

'I do, Mr Wooster I am ashamed to say that there was a 
time when I was like other men, a slave to the idiotic conven- 
tion which we call Class Distinction But, since I read your 
books — ' 

I might have known it Jeeves had done it again 
- 'You think it's all right for a bloke in what you might call 
a certain social position to marry a girl of what you might 
describe as the lower classes?' 

'Most assuredly I do, Mr Wooster ' 

I took a deep breath, and slipped him the good news 
'Young Bingo — your nephew, you know — wants to 
marry a waitress,' I said 
'I honour him for it ' 

You don't object?' 

'On the contrary ' 

I took another deep breath, and shifted to the sordid side 
of the business 



68 P G WODCi-iOUSE 

'I hope you won't think Tm butting in, don't you know/1 
said, 'but — er — well, how about it?' 

'I fear 1 do not quite follow you ' 

'Well, 1 mean to say, his allowance and all that The 
money you're good enough to give him He was rather 
hoping that you might see your way to jerking up the total 
a bit ' 

Old Little shook his head regretfully 
'I fear that can hardly be managed You see, a man in my 
position is compelled to save every penny I will gladly 
continue my nephew's existing allowance, but beyond thatl 
cannot go It would not be fair to my wife ' 

'What* But you're not married?' 

'Not yet But I propose to enter upon that holy state 
almost immediately The lady who for years has cooked so 
well for me honoured me by accepting my hand this very 
morning ' A cold gleam of triumph came into his eye 
'Now let 'em try to get her away from me*' he muttered, 
defiantly 


'Young Mr Little has been trying frequently during the 
afternoon to reach you on the telephone, sir,' said Jeeves 
that night, when I got home 

III bet he has,' I said I had sent poor old Bingo an outline 
of the situation by messenger-boy shortly after lunch 
'He seemed a trifle agitated ' 

'1 don't wonder Jeeves/ I said, 'brace up and bite the 
bullet I'm afraid I've bad news for you ' 

'Sir?' ^ 

That scheme of yours — reading those books to old Mr 
Little and all that — has blown out a fuse ' 

'They did not soften him?' 

They did That's the whole bally trouble Jeeves, I'm sorry 
o say that /m«cee of yours — Miss Watson, you know — the 
cook, you know— well, the long and the short of it is that 

s e s c osen riches instead of honest worth, if you know 
what I mean 
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'Sir?' 

'She's handed you the mitten and gone and got engaged 
to old Mr Little'' 

'Indeed, sir?' 

'You don't seem much upset?' 

'The fact is, sir, I had anticipated some such outcome ' 

I stared at him 'Then what on earth did you suggest the 
scheme for?' 

'To tell you the truth, sir, I was not wholly averse from a 
severance of my relations with Miss Watson In fact, I 
greatly desired it I respect Miss Watson exceedingly, but I 
have seen for a long time that we were not suited Now the 
other young person with whom I have an understanding — ' 

'Great Scott, Jeeves' There isn't another?' 

'Yes, sir ' 

'How long has this been going on?' 

'For some weeks, sir I was greatly attracted by her when 
I first met her at a Subscription dance at Camberwell ' 

'My sainted aunt' Not — ' 

Jeeves inclined his head gravely 

'Yes, sir By an odd coincidence it is the same young 
person that young Mr Little — I have'placed the cigarettes 
on the small table Good night, sir ' 
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I 

YES I WAS excited, and small wonder What boy wouldn't be, 
boarding a huge, mysterious, puffing steam tram for 
golden California? As Mamma adjusted my reefer and 
strapped on my leggings, I almost burst with impatience 
Grinning redcaps lifted my luggage into the compartment 
and spat on it Mamma began to weep into a small pillow- 
case she had brought along for the purpose 

Oh, son, I wish you hadn't become a scenario writer*' she 
sniffled 

'Aw, now. Moms,' 1 comforted her, 'it's no worse than 
playing the piano in a call-house ' She essayed a brave little 
smile, and, reaching into her reticule, produced a flat 
package which she pressed into my hands For a moment I 
was puzzled, then I cried out with glee 
'jelly sandwiches* Oh, Moms*' 

Eat them all, boy o' mine,' she told me, 'they're good for 
bens with hollow little legs ' Tenderly she pinned to my 


71 


Strictly from Hunger 

lapel the green tag reading 'To Plushnick Productions, 
Hollywood, California ' The whistle shrilled and in a 
moment 1 was chugging out of Grand Central's dreaming 
spires followed only by the anguished cries of relatives who 
would now have to go to work I had chugged only a few 
feet when I realized that I had left without the train, so I 
had to run back and wait for it to start 


As we sped along the glorious fever spots of the Hudson I 
decided to make a tour of inspection To my surprise I 
found that I was in the only passenger car of the train, the 
other cars were simply dummies snipped out of cardboard 
and painted to simulate coaches Even 'passengers' had 
been cunningly drawn in coloured crayons in the 'window', 
as well as ragged tramps clinging to the blinds below and 
drinking Jamaica ginger With a rueful smile I returned to 
my seat and gorged myself on jelly sandwiches 

At Buffalo the two other passenges and I discovered to 
our horror that the conductor had been left behind We 
finally decided to divide up his duties, 1 punched the tickets, 
the old lady opposite me wore a conductor's hat and locked 
the washroom as we came into stations, and the young 
man who looked as if his feet were not mates consulted a 
Hamilton watch frequently But we missed the conductor's 
earthy conversation and it was not until we had exchanged 
several questionable stones that we began to forget our 
loss 

A flicker of interest served to shorten the trip At Fort 
Snodgrass, Ohio, two young and extremely polite road- 
agents boarded the train and rifled us of our belongings 
They explained that they were modern Robin Hoods and 
were stealing from the poor to give to the rich They had 
intended to rape all the women and depart for Sherwood 
Forest, but when I told them that Sherwood Forest as well 
as the women were in England, their chagrin was comical 
in the extreme They declined my invitation to stay and 
take a chance on the train's pool, declaring that the 
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engineer had fixed the run and would fleece us, and got off 
at South Bend with every good wish 

The weather is always capricious m the Middle West, an 
although It was midsummer, the worst 
Chicago's history greeted us on our arrival The stre 
were crowded with thousands of newsreel cameramen 
trying to photograph one another bucking the storm on 
the Lake Front It was a novel idea for the newsreels and l 
wished them well With only two hours in Chicago I would 
be unable to see the city, and the thought drew me into a 
state of composure I noted with pleasure that a fresh coa 
- of grime had been given to the Dearborn Street station, 
though I was hardly vain enough to believe that it had 
anything to do with my visit There was the usual ten- 
minute wait while the porters withdrew with my portable 
typewriter to a side room and flailed it with hammers, an 
at last I was aboard the 'Sachem', crack train of the B B 

& O lines , 

It was as if I had suddenly been transported into another 

world 'General Crook', in whom I was to make my 
for the next three days, and his two neighbours. Lake 
Tahoe' and 'Chief Malomai', were everything that the 
word 'Pullman' implies, they were Pullmans Uncle Eben, in 
charge of 'General Crook', informed me that the 
experiment of air-cooling the cars had been so successful 


that the road intended trying to heat them next winter 
'Ah suttinly looks fo'd to dem roastin' ears Ah's gwine 
have next winter he, he, he*' he chuckled, rubbing soot into 
my hat 

The conductor told me he had been riding on trains for so 
long that he had begun to smell like one, and sure enough, 
two brakemen waved their lanterns at him that night and 
tried to tempt him down a siding in Kansas City We 
became good friends and it came as something of a blow 
when 1 heard next morning that he had fallen off the train 
during the night The fireman said that we had circled 
about for an hour trying to find him but that it had been 
impossible to lower a boat because we did not carry a boat 
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The run was marked by only one incident out of the 
ordinary I had ordered breaded veal cutlet the first 
evening, and my waiter, poking his head into the kitchen, 
had repeated the order The cook, unfortunately, 
understood him to say ‘dreaded veal cutlet', and resenting 
the slur, sprang at the waiter with drawn razor In a few 
seconds I was the only living remnant of the shambles, and 
at Topeka I was compelled to wait until a new shambles was 
hooked on and I proceeded with dinner 
It seemed only a scant week or ten days before we were 
pulling into Los Angeles I had grown so attached to my 
porter that I made him give me lock of his hair I wonder if 
he still has the ten-cent piece I gave him? There was a 
gleam in his eye which could only have been insanity as he 
leaned over me Ah, Uncle Eben, faithful old retainer, 
where are you now? Gone to what obscure ossuary? If this 
should chance to meet your kindly gaze, drop me a line care 
of Vartely, won't you? They know what to do with it 

II 

The violet hush of twilight was descending over Los 
Angeles as my hostess, Violet Hush, and I left the suburbs 
headed toward Hollywood In the distance a glow of huge 
piles of burning motion-picture scripts lit up the sky The 
crisp tang of frying writers and directors whetted my 
appetite How good it was to be alive, I thought, inhaling 
deep lungfuls of carbon monoxide Suddenly our powerful 
Gatti-Gazazza slid to a stop in the traffic 
'What IS it, Jenkin?' Violet called anxiously through the 
speaking-tube to the chauffeur (played by Lyle Talbot) 

A sulfee was in progress by the roadside, he said — did we 
wish to see it? Quickly Violet and I elbowed our way 
through the crowd An enormous funeral pyre composed 
of thousands of feet of film and scripts, drenched with 
Chanel Number Five, awaited the torch of Jack Holt, who 
was to act as master of ceremonies In a few terse words 
Violet explained this unusual custom borrowed from the 
Hindus and never paid for The worst disgrace that can 
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befall a producer is an unkind notice from a New York 
reviewer When this happens, the producer becomes a 
pariah in Hollywood He is shunned by his friends, thrown 
into bankruptcy, and like a Japanese electing hara-kiri, he 
commits suttee A great bonfire is made of the film, and the 
luckless producer, followed by directors, actors, tech- 
nicians, and the producer's wives, immolate themselves 
Only the scenario writers are exempt These are tied 
between the tails of two spirited Caucasian ponies, which 
are then driven off in opposite directions The custom is 
called 'a conference' 


Violet and I watched the scene breathlessly Near us 
Harry Cohn, head of Columbia Studios, was being rubbed 
with buck towels preparatory to throwing himself into the 
flames He was nonchalantly smoking a Rocky Ford five- 
center, and the man's courage drew a tear to the eye of 
even the most callous Weeping relatives besought him to 
eschew his design, but he stood adamant Adamant Eve, his 
plucky secretary, was being rubbed with crash towels 
preparatory to flinging herself into Cohn's embers 
Assistant directors busily prepared spears, war-bonnets 
and bags of pemmican which the Great Chief would need 
on his trip to the 'Happy Hunting Grounds' Wampas and 
beads to placate the Great Spirit (played by Will Hays) were 
piled high about the stoical tribesman 


Suddenly Jack Holt (played be Edmund Lowe) raised his 
hand for silence The moment had come With bowed head 
Holt made a simple invocation couched in one-syllable 
words so that even the executives might understand 
1 hrowing his five-center to a group of autograph-hunters, 
the great man poised himself for the fatal leap But from 
otf-scene came the strident clatter of coconut shells, and 
James gee, Filmdom s fearless critic, wearing the uniform 
ot a Confederate guerrilla and the whiskers of General 
^uregar , galloped in on a foam-flecked pinto It was he 
whose mocking review had sent Cohn into Coventry It 

against 

ar ohn against Agee, the Blue against the Grey 
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But with true Southern gallantry '*Agee was the first to 
extend the han'd of friendship 
'Ah reckon it was an unworthy slur, suh,' he said in 
manly tones 'Ah-all thought you-all's pictuah was lousy 
but It opened at the'Rialto to sensational grosses, art' Ah-all 
'pologizes Heah, have a yam ' And he drew a yam from his 
tunic Not to be outdone in hospitality, Cohn drew a yam 
from his tunic, and soon they were exchanging yams and 
laughing over the old days 

When Violet and I finally stole away to our waiting 
motor, we felt that we were somehow nearer to each other 
1 snuggled luxuriously into the buffalo lap-robe Violet had 
provided against the treacherous night air and gazed out at 
the gleaming neon lights Soon we would be in Beverly 
Hills, and already the quaint native women were swarming 
alongside in their punts urging us to buy their cunning 
beadwork and mangoes Occasionally I threw a handful of 
coppers to the Negro boys, whodived for them )oyfully The 
innocent squeals of the policemen as the small blackamoors 
pinched them were irresistible Unable to resist them, 
Violet and I were soon pinching each other till our skins 
glowed Violet was good to the touch, with a firm fleshy 
texture like a wmesap or pippin It seemed but a moment 
before we were sliding under the porte-cochere of her 
home, T magnificent rambling structure of beaver-board 
patterned aher an Italian ropewalk of the sixteenth 
century It had recently been remodelled by a firnilv of 
wrens who had introduced chewing-gum into the left 
'ving, and only three or four obscure S ixon words touid do 
It justice 

I was birclv warming mv hinds in front of the fire and 
watching Jimm> Tidier turn on a spit \ ’hen m\ presence on 
the Picific Slope mide itself felt The news of m\ arrwal 
hid thrown inlernatioml finincnl centre intoanuproir 
^nd shcicc of wires cables phone mess.igcs ,ir\d «\in 
corn bijan jnhng up ^n ugK rumour tVnj j nueht 
rioru'mn thi nioUon-pnture mdustn wisbunv bruited 
-’Knit in tin worlds commoJiti ma’»tt< M\ broVtr', 
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New Yorif St JdT'fic'vf' themselves. The 

assurances of stabilitv Pegging them for 

my next mov? W I' ^^hreadneedle Street awaited 

ricocheted sharnlv pulses. Film shares 

slugeish if no/5 ^‘though wools and meats were 

flocked around meYFaulhmef 'T T° ^Porfers who 
business trip I was simnlv ^ ^ ^^®cjaimed that this was a^ 
idea of work was abhor^lL^ writer to whom the 

the transatlantic teleohone fh i^urmured into 

shrug of a shoulde? there^and^°^^Vk 

restored I washed soarselv ' was soon 

heated hairpin, flicked a dr™ o' Shmk t* a 

and rejoined my hostess ^ ^ ^ ® my-Iapel, 

black underthlngs fought wifh 

hummel A hurried annUo other to serve my 

Ae Autumn, 1927 Jsul' 

through an exciting svmnnc ^ Review Halfway 

mdebtedness to ProfesTorfw'^! f^^t Thomas Aquinas^, 
suddenly detected a stowawav ^ SpengIer,H 

Turning a deaf ear to her ^be bed’ 

' burning glances, I sent her oarlf ^ entreaties and 

to a feast of skin food bur, ^ treated my face 

went bye-bye ' ^ bead in the pillow and 


Hollywood Boulevard* I rollpH l 
ongue and thirstily drank m thp h ®ybables over on m^ 
^f,On all sides nattify a Sred ^°^i^""""^"befori 
stuffs strolled nonchalantll , u boulevarders clad m rid 

scanhP^S”'^ stolen from Marhal and exchang- 

^cantily draped but none the Thousands oi 

mv Vti^ jboed in their faces Tbp ^rid their 'eyes 

my blood on fire, and as I m,?®'’' ''“"“Ptuous curves Lt 
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eatery cunningly built in the shape of an old shoe I 
managed to assuage the inner man with a chopped glove 
salad topped off with frosted cocoa Charming platinum- 
haired hostesses in red pyjamas and peaked caps added a 
note of colour to the surroundings, whilst a gypsy 
orchestra played selections from Victor Herbert's operettas 
on musical saws It was a bit of old Vienna come to life, and 
the sun was a red ball in the heavens before I realized with a 
start that I had promised to report at the Plushnick Studios 
Commandeering a taxicab, I arrived at the studio just in 
time to witness the impressive ceremony of changing the 
guard In the central parade ground, on a snowy white 
charger, sat Max Plushnick, resplendent in a producer's 
uniform, his chest glittering with first mortgage hens, 
amortizations, and estoppels His personal guard, com- 
posed of picked vice-presidents of the Chase National 
Bank, was drawn up stiffly about him in a hollow square 
But the occasion was not a happy one A writer had been 
caught trying to create an adult picture The drums rolled 
dismally, and the writer, his head sunk on his chest, was led 
out amid a ghastly silence With the aid of a small step- 
ladder Plushnick slid lightly from his steed Sternly he 
ripped the epaulettes and buttons from the traitor's tunic, 
broke his sword across his knee, and in a few harsh words 
demoted him to the mail department 
'And now,' began Plushnick, 'I further condemn you to 
eat 

'No, no'' screamed the poor wretch, falling to his knees 
and embracing Plushnick's jack boots, 'not that, not that'' 
'Stand up, man,' ordered Plushnick, his lip curling, 'I 
condemn you to eat in the studio restaurant for ten days 
and may God have mercy on your soul ' The awful words 
rang out on the still evening air and even Plushnick's 
hardened old mercenaries shuddered The h^rtrending 
cries of the unfortunate were drowned in the boom of the 
sunset gun 
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In the wardrobe department I was photographed, 
fingerprinted, and measured for the smock and Windsor tie 
which was to be my uniform A nameless fear clutched at 
my heart as two impressive turnkeys herded me down a 
corridor to my supervisor's office For what seemed hours 
we waited m an ante-room Then my serial number was 
called, the leg-irons were struck off, and I was shoved 
through a door into the presence of Diana ffrench- 
Mamoulian 

How to describe what followed ? Diana ffrench- 
Mamoulian was accustomed to having her way with 
writers, and my long lashes and peachblow mouth 
seemed to whip her to insensate desire In vain, time and 


again, I tried to bring her attention back to the story we 
were discussing, only to find her gem-encrusted fingers 
straying through my hair When our interview was over, 
her cynical attempt to 'date me up' made every fibre of my 
being cry out in revolt 


'P-please,' I stammered, my face burning, 'I — I wish you 
.wouldn't I'm engaged to a Tri Kappa at Goucher — ' 
Just one kiss,' she pleaded, her breath hot against my 
neck In desperation I granted her boon, knowing full well 
that my weak defences were crumbling before the 
onslaught of this love tigree Finally she allowed me to 
leave, but only after I had promised to dme at her 
penthouse apartment and have an intimate chat about the 
script The basket of slave bracelets and marzipan I found 
awaiting me on my return home made me realize to what 
lengths Diana would go 

I was radiant that night in blue velvet tails and a 
diamonds from Cartier's, my eyes starry 
an t e m^est hint of cologne at my ear-lobes An 
inscrutable Oriental served the Lucullan repast and my vis- 
a-vis was as effervescent as the wine 

^ wine, darling?' queried Diana solicitously, 
roast Long Island aeroplane with apple- 
I ° conversation from the personal 

/ but Diana would have none of it Soon we were 
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exchanging gay bantam over the mellow Vouvray, 
laughing as we dipped fastidious fingers into the Crisco 
parfait for which Diana was famous Our meal finished, we 
sauntered into the rumpus room and Diana turned on the 
radio With a savage snarl the radio turned on her and we 
slid over the waxed floor in the intricate maze of the 
jackdaw strut Without quite knowing why, I found myself 
hesitating before the plate of liqueur candies Diana was 
pressing on me 

'I don't think I should — really. I'm a trifle faint — ' 

'Oh, come on,' she urged masterfully, 'After all, you're 
old enough to be your father — I mean I'm old enough to be 
my mother ' She stuffed a brandy bonbon between my 
clenched teeth Before long I was eating them thirstily, 
reeling about the room and shouting snatches of coarse 
drunken doggerel My brain was on fire, I tell you Through 
the haze I saw Diana ffrench-Mamoulian, her nostrils 
dilated, groping for me My scream of terror only egged her 
on, overturning chairs and tables m her bestial pursuit 
With superhuman talons she tore off my collar and 
suspenders, I sank to my knees, choked with sobs, hanging 
on to my last shirt-stud like a drowning man Her Svengali 
eyes were slowly hypnotizing me, I fought like a wounded 
bird — and then, blissful unconsciousness 

When I came to, the Oriental servant and Diana were 
battling in the centre of the floor As I watched. Yen Shee 
Gow drove a well-aimed blow to her mid-section, followed 
It with a right cross to the jaw Diana staggered and rolled 
under a table Before my astonished eyes John Chinaman 
stripped the mask from his face and revealed the features 
of Blanche Almonds, a little seamstress I had long wooed 
unsuccessfully in New York Gently she bathed my 
temples with Florida water and explained how she had 
followed me, suspecting Diana ffrench-Mamoulian's 
intentions I let her rain kisses over my face and lay back m 
her arms as beaming Ivan tucked us in and cracked his whip 
over the prancing bays In a few seconds our sleigh was 
skimming over the hard crust toward Port Arthur and 
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freedom, leaving Plushnick's discomfited officers gnashing 
one another's teeth The wintry Siberian moon glowed 
over the tundras, drenching my hair with moonbeams for 
Blanche to kiss away And so, across the silvery steppes 
amid the howling of wolves, we rode into a new destiny, 
purified in the crucible that men call Hollywood 
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Cunard is aHemphng to transfer cruise liners to foreign flags of 
convenience, enabling it to hire cheaper foreign crews -Guardian 

Number One Boy Him Log Day One 
This plenty big day for me-fella This most plenty big day 
since me-fella come belong big-boat-him-have-many- 
chimney as assistant head steward in the Louis XIV 
Starlight Grill Room on top deck below more top deck, 
plenty-big-swank passengers only 
Big-fella-strong-with-scrambled-egg-on-cap, him call 
me-fella up to him stateroom Him say 
Ah, there you are, Louis XIV Starlight Grill Room 
Number Two Boy How you-fella get on along big boat him 
ride big waves? 

Me-fella say OK, Boss 

Big-fella-strong him say Mister First Officer Boss him 
been keep beady eye on you. Number Two Boy, and him 
say you good boy How you like be Number One Boy? Job 
pay plenty glass beads enough along more than coolie 
minimum You better take damn job chop-chop 
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Me-fella say: Boss, what happen to Number One Boy, 
him plenty belong-nice to plenty-big-swank passengers, 
him cook them kai-kai along them table, him add Worcester 
sauce, double cream and Remy Martin firewater, then light 
him match and make him go up like him volcano 

Big-fella-strong him say Him-fella have no more idea of 
how to flambe a Steak Diane than him back behind of me- 
fella sit-upon Him damn near set Louis XIV Starlight Grill 
room on fire today some time after big ball come up in sky 
Plenty-big-swank passenger Mr McGregor him had to 
come down along below sick-bay with singed eyebrows, 
and plenty-big-swank passenger McGregor him woman, 
Mrs McGregor, she-him have hysterics Him come too big 
for him boots, that him trouble 

Me-fella say Me-fella find plenty-big-swank passenger 
Boss McGregor him woman more small boot narrow 
fitting, P D Q 

Big-fella-strong him say, not plenty-big-swank passen- 
ger Mr McGregor him woman, you bloody fool Number 
~ Two Boy, it Number One Boy who come too big for him 
boots 

Me-fella say Boss, Number One Boy him no wear boots 
Number One Boy him wear evening-dress loincloth and 
black tie 

Big-fella-strong him say Not any more him doesn't 
Evening-dress loincloth and black tie is Number One Boy 
^iform and Number One Boy him not bloody Number 
One Boy much damn more along today after them Louis 

1 f Room second sitting run all about them 

1 eboats chop-chop shouting. Tire, fire'' Now do you want 
Number One Boy 30b, Number Two Boy, or not? 

o me-mlla are come be Maitre d'belong Louis XIV 
Starlight Grill Room 


Number One Boy Him Log. Day Two. 

Me-tella look in glass-it-look-back Me-fella pretty damn 
ip op smart m velveteen loincloth with blue silk 
ummerbund Me-fella boss boy now Me-fella call all 
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together them no-good serve-hot-roll-with-tongs-and- 
fold-pmk-napkin-in-shape-of-swan boys belong Louis XIV 
Starlight Grill Room, and tell all them we turn over new 
broom P D Q chop-chop bloody now That mean no more 
become legless on silver polish long before big ball in sky 
him sink in water and last plenty-big-swank passenger him 
have coffee along enough him after-dinner mints 

Them no-good serving-boys mutter rhubarb-rhubarb 
but them speak no bad pidgin agin me-fella 

By-m-by, plenty-big-swank passenger Yankee Boss 
Mister Zmansky, him-fella come sit in Crowsnest Bar 
belong Louis XIV Starlight Grill Room Him-fella order 
him drink from Wine Boy and eat plenty cheese footballs 
When by-m-by him drink come on silver salver balanced on 
Wine Boy him head, him-fella clap him hands and call out to 
me-fella sir, would you step over here a moment? 

Me-fella say Yes sir, Mr Yankee Boss Zmansky, sir? 

Him-fella point at drink on silver salver balanced on 
Wine Boy him head and say Would you call that a very dry 
martini on the rocks with a twist of lemon? 

Me-fella look at drink on silver salver on Wine Boy him 
head and say No sir, Mr Yankee Boss Zmansky, sir Him 
tube of lighter fuel 

Him-fella say OK Now will you tell me what I have to 
do to get a dry martini around here? 

Me-fella say Sir, Mr Big-fella Belong Papa-him-on-top's 
Own Country must tell stupid Wine Boy, fetch plenty 
jumper berry juice with him dash of vermouth dink-dink 
and him twist of yellow fruit fall from tree pretty damn 
quick, shaken not stirred Otherwise stupid Wine Boy 
fetch glass of pmk paraffin with him olive 

Wine Boy hit me-fella on head with him silver salver and 
say Me-fella not stupid Him-fella Mr Big Yankee Boss 
Zmansky give me-fella plenty big tip so me-fella fetch him- 
rella Ronsonol from no-good serving boys them personal 
cellar 

Mr Yankee Boss Zmansky him say Jesus' 
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Number One Boy Him Log. Day Two And One More Day 
Me-fella bow-and-scrape to plenty-big-swank-passengers 
them come for first when-big-ball-in-sky-all-above sitting. 
Plenty-big-toff passenger Sir Ffitch-Ffrench, him bang 
him table with him spoon and tell me-fella to get across 
along-him- fella and him-fella woman with belong-what- 
name list of kai-kai 

Him-fella point at belong-what-name list under Volailk 
and say Head Waiter, is this Coq au vin a la bourguignonne 
fresh or frozen? 

Me-fella say Sir Boss Mister Big-shot Ffitch-Ffrench, 
until soon before Number One Boy him get chop, all bird- 
from-sky on belong-what-name list from freezer. Him bad 
man, Lord Boss Mister Ffitch-Ffrench sir. Him get drunk 
on Brasso and come too big for him boots 

Him-fella say* Never mind all that. Head Waiter My wife 
merely wishes to know if the chicken is fresh? 


Me-fella say Sir Mrs Boss Ffitch-Ffrench him woman, 
all bird-from-sky on belong-what-name list him now so 
fresh that him not dead yet Cookie come up along from 
down galley and cut bird-from-sky's throat at plenty-big- 
swank passengers them table, then him-fella pluck him 
bird-from-sky feathers while me-fella simmer mushrooms 
and baby onions in red ]ump-on-grape-water and bird- 
from-sky blood Served with fried croutons and a selection 
of today s freshly-prepared vegetables from him trolley 
Mrs Sir Ffitch-Ffrench him woman say How absolutely 
revolting We shall have the Chateaubriand 

Me-fella say Yes sir, madam, how you like him cook? 
Him Woman say Rare 

Me-fella tell no-good serving boy go down below along 
galley and tell Cookie him cook Chateaubriand not plenty 
^ bigshot passengers and him women chop-chop 

V Dy-m-by him-fella come back with big silver dish- 
belong-keep-hot 

R Chateaubriand to Sir 

woman Him woman say 
to ^ ^ ^ goiriS 
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Me-fella say to no-good serving boy, You-fella bad no- 
good serving boy, you-fella been at him surgical spirit 
No-good serving boy him say Me-fella sober as him- 
wear-wig-and-say-them-]ury-have-nghtly-found-you-fella- 
guilty Cookie him run out of Chateaubriand, so him-fella 
think Sir Mighty Boss Ffitch-Ffrench and him woman 
them like Cochon de la Samt-Fortunat, done not plenty 
much chop-chop 

Me-fella say Him-fella bad Cookie 
By-m-by him-fella Cookie come along up from down 
below into Louis XIV Starlight Grill Room and try to kill 
me-fella with him meat-axe 

Number One Boy Him Log Day Two And Two More 
Day 

All no-good serving boys drunk on plenty dry martinis 
with him twist of lemon Me-fella serve all kai-kai to all 
plenty-big-swank passengers 
Me-fella run off him feet 

When him-fella eat him main course, by-m-by Mr 
Yankee Boss Zmansky clap him hands and tell me-fella 
what him-fella want for him pudding 
Something snap 

Me-fella pick up steak-knife from Table 43 and hold him 
at Yankee Boss Mister Zmansky him throat Me-fella say 
You bad man, Mr Boss sir' You-fella cannibal' You-fella eat 
d'agneau aux primeurs with all them trimmings and now 
you-fella want me-fella kill Lascar deckhand and boil him in 
pot You cruel Mister Zmansky sir' 

Him-fella shout What's gotten into you? All I asked for 
was a goddam Baked Alaska' OK fella, him-fella continue, 
Fve had enough of this. I'm going straight to the captain 

Number One Boy Him Log No More Day 
big-fella-strong-with-scrambled-egg-on-cap, him give me- 
fella new )ob swab him deck Big-fella-strong him plenty 
kind man, him-fella not make me-fella take him job Him- 
fella say me-fella can take him or leave him 
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'Well, I'm sorry for you' And I bet when you see mine, 
you'll wish you had one of your own But I'm glad you can 
come and we'll start now and so as to get there before the 
kiddies are put away for the night 1 mean 1 want you to be 
sure and see the kiddies I've got three ' 

'I've seen their pictures,' said Bartlett 'You must be very 
proud of them They're all girls, aren't they?' 

'Yes, sir, three girls I wouldn't have a boy I mean I 
always wanted girls I mean girls have got a lot more zip to 
them I mean they're a lot zippier But let's go' The Rolls is 
downstairs and if we start now we'll get there before dark I 
mean I want you to see the place while it's still daylight ' 
The great man — Lou Gregg, president of Modern 
Pictures, Inc — escorted his visitor from the magnificent 
office by a private door and down a private stairway to the 
avenue, where the glittering car with its glittering 
chauffeur waited 

'My wife was in town today,' said Gregg as they glided 
northward, 'and I hoped we could ride out together, but she 
called up about two and asked would I mind if she went on 
home in the Pierce She was through with her shopping 
and she hates to be away from the house and the kiddies 
any longer than she can help Celia's a great home girl 
You'd never know she was the same girl now as the girl I 
married seven years ago I mean she's different I mean 
she's not the same I mean her marriage and being a mother 
has developed her Did you ever see her? I mean in 
pictures?' 

'I think I did once,' replied Bartlett 'Didn't she play the 
young sister in The Cad^' 

'Yes, with Harold Hodgson and Mane Blythe ' 

I thought I'd seen her I remember her as very pretty and 
vivacious ' 

She certainly was' And she is yet' I mean she's even 
prettier, but of course she ain't a kid, though she looks it I 
niean she was only seventeen in that picture and that was 
ten years ago 1 mean she's twenty-seven years old now 
But 1 never met a girl with as much zip as she had in those 
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days It's remarkable how marriage changes them. I mean 
nobody would ever have thought Celia Sayles would turn 
out to be a sit-by-the-fire I mean she still likes a good time, 
but her home and kiddies come first. I mean her home and 
kiddies come first ' 

'I see what you mean/ said Bartlett 
An hour's drive brought them to Ardsley-on-Hudson 
and the great man's home 

'A wonderful place'' Bartlett exclaimed with a heroic 
semblance of enthusiam as the car turned in at an arc de 
triomphe of a gateway and approached a white house that 
might have been mistaken for the Yale Bowl 

It ought to be* said Gregg 'I mean I've spent enough on 
It I mean these things cost money ' 

He indicated with a gesture the huge house and 
Urbanesque landscaping 

But no amount of money is too much to spend on home 
I mean it's a good investment if it tends to make your family 
proud and satisfied with their home I mean every nickel 
I ve spent here is like so much insurance, it insures me of a 
appy wife and family And what more can a man ask*' 
Bartlett didn t know, but the topic was forgotten in the 
usmess of leaving the resplendent Rolls and entering the 
even more resplendent reception hall 
'Forbes willtake your things/ said Gregg 'And, Forbes, 
^u may tell Dennis that Mr Bartlett will spend the night ' 
ne raced the wide stairway and raised his voice 
Sweetheart*' he called 

s/eethea^r" 'Hello- 


^own, sweetheart I've brought you a visitor ' 
All right sweetheart, in ,ust a minute ' 

the mdp ^ A ^ hvmg-room that was five laps to 

'Sit tKpJ' ' Atlantic City auction sale 

easy c£m to a balloon-stuffed 

reafoU Bourbon thaTl'dri! ^ 

from rtiipa j T d like you to try. You know I come 

from Chicago and I always liked Bourbon better than 
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Scotch I mean I always preferred it to Scotch Forbes,' he 
addressed the servant, 'we want a drink You'll find a full 
bottle of that Bourbon in the cupboard ' 

'It's only half full, sir,' said Forbes 
'Half full' That's funny' I mean I opened it last night and 
)ust took one drink I mean it ought to be full ' 

'It's only half full,' repeated Forbes, and went to fetch it 
'I'll have to investigate,' Gregg told his guest 'I mean this 
ain't the first time lately that some of my good stuff has 
disappeared When you keep so many servants, it's hard to 
get all honest ones But here's Celia'' 

Bartlett rose to greet the striking brunette who at this 
moment made an entrance so Delsarte as to be almost 
painful With never a glance at him, she minced across the 
room to her husband and took a half interest in a 
convincing kiss 

'Well, sweetheart,' she said when it was at last over 
'This IS Mr Bartlett, sweetheart,' said her husband 'Mr 
Bartlett, meet Mrs Gregg ' 

Bartlett shook his hostess's proffered two fingers 
'I'm so pleased'' said Celia in a voice reminiscent of Miss 
Claire's imitation of Miss Barrymore 
'Mr Bartlett,' Gregg went on, 'is with Mankind, Ralph 
Doane's magazine He is going to write me up, I mean us ' 
'No, you mean you,' said Celia 'I'm sure the public is not 
interested in great men's wives ' 

'I am sure you are mistaken, Mrs Gregg,' said Bartlett 
politely 'In this case at least You are worth writing up 
aside from being a great man's wife ' 

'I'm afraid you're a flatterer, Mr Bartlett,' she returned T 
have been out of the limelight so long that I doubt if 
anybody remembers me I'm no longer an artist, merely a 
happy wife and mother ' 

And I claim, sweetheart,' said Gregg, 'that it takes an 
artist to be that ' 

Oh, no, sweetheart'' said Celia 'Not when they have 
you for a husband'' 

The exchange of hosannahs was interrupted by the 
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arrival oJF Forbes with the tray 
'Will you take yours straight or m a high-balP uregg 
inquired of his guest 'Personally I like good whisky straight. 

I mean mixing it with water spoils the flavor I meari 
whisky like this, it seems like a crime to mix it with water 
'I'll have mine straight/ said Bartlett, who would have 

preferred a high-ball , 

While the drinks were being prepared, he observed nis 
hostess more closely and thought how much more 
charming she would be if she had used finesse in improving 
on nature Her cheeks, her mouth, her eyes and lashes ha 
been, he guessed, far above the average in beauty before 
she had begun experimenting with them And her 
experiments had been clumsy She was handsome in spite 
of her efforts to be handsomer 
'Listen, sweetheart,' said her husband 'One of the 
servants has been helping himself to this Bourbon. I mean 
it was a full bottle last night and I only had one little drink 
out of it And now it's less than half full Who do you 
suppose has been at it?' 

'How do I know, sweetheart? Maybe the groceryman or 
the iceman or somebody ' 

'But you and I and Forbes are the only ones that ha ve a key. 

I mean it was locked up ' 

'Maybe you forgot to lock it ' 

'I never do Well, anyway, Bartlett, here's a go*' 

'Doesn't Mrs Gregg indulge?' asked Bartlett 
'Only a cocktail before dinner,' said Celia 'Lou objects to 
me drinking whisky, and I don't like it much anyway ' 

'I don't object to you drinking whisky, sweetheart I just 
object to you drinking to excess I mean I think it coarsens a 
woman to drink I jnean it makes them coarse ' 

'Well, there's no argument, sweetheart As I say, I don't 
care whether I have it or not ' 

'It certainly is great Bourbon*' said Bartlett, smacking his 
lips and putting his glass back on the tray 

You bet it is*' Gregg agreed 'I mean you can't buy that 
kind of stuff any more I mean it's real stuff You help 
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yourself when you want another Mr Bartlett is going to 
stay all night, sweetheart I told him he could get a whole 
lot more of a line on us that way than just interviewing me 
in the office I mean I'm tongue-tied when it comes to 
talking about my work and my success I mean it's better to 
see me out here as 1 am, in my home, with my family I mean 
my home life speaks for itself without me saying a word ' 
'But, sweetheart,' said his wife, 'what about Mr Latham?' 
'Gosh' I forgot all about him' I must phone and see if I can 
call it off That's terrible' You see,' he explained to Bartlett, 

'I made a date to go up to Tarry town tonight, to K L 
Latham's, the sugar people We're going to talk over the 
new club We're going to have a golf club that will make the 
rest of them look like a toy I mean a real golf club' They 
want me to kind of run it And I was to go up there tonight 
and talk it over I'll phone and see if I can postpone it ' 
'Oh, don't postpone it on my account'' urged Bartlett 'I 
can come out again some other time, or I can see you in 
town ' 

'I don't see how you can postpone it sweetheart,' said 
Celia 'Didn't he say old Mr King was coming over from 
White Plains? They'll be mad at you if you don't go ' 

'I'm afraid they would resent it, sweetheart Well, I'll tell 
you You can entertain Mr Bartlett and I'll go up there right 
•after dinner and come back as soon as I can And Bartlett 
and I can talk when I get back I mean we can talk when I get . 
back How is that?' 

'That suits me,' said Bartlett ' 

'I'll be as entertaining as I can,' said Celia, 'but I'm afraid 
that isn't very entertaining However, if I'm too much of a 
bore, there's plenty to read ' 

'No danger of my being bored' said Bartlett 
'VVell, that's all fixed then,' said the relieved host 'I hope 
you'll excuse me running away But I don't see how I can 
get out of it I mean with old King coming over from 
White Plains I mean he's an old man But listen 
svveetheart — where are the kiddies? Mr Bartlett wants to 
see them ' 
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'Yes, indeed’' agreed the visitor. ' 

'Of course you'd say so’' Celia said. 'But we are 
them’ I suppose all parents are the same. They all think 
their own children are the only children in the world- 
that so, Mr Bartlett? Or haven't you any children?'' : ' ’ 
'I'm sorry to say I'm not married ' , " « 

'Oh, you poor thing! We pity him, don't we, sweethe^art j 
But why aren't you, Mr Bartlett? Don't tell me you re a 

woman hater’' ' ' 

'Not now, anyway,' said the gallant Bartlett. . - 

'Do you get that, sweetheart? He's paying you a pretty^ 
compliment' -- 

'I heard it, sweetheart And now I'm sure he's a flatterer. 
But I must hurry and get the children before Hortenseputs 
them to bed ' 

'Well,' said Gregg when his wife had left the room, 
'would you say she's changed?' 

'A little, and for the better. She's more than fulfilled Her 
early promise ' " 

'I think so,' said Gregg. 'I mean 1 think she was a beautiful 
girl and now she's an even more beautiful woman I mean 
wifehood and maternity have given her a kind of a — well, 
you know — 1 mean a kind of a pose I mean a pose. How 
about another drink?' / ” 

They were emptying their glasses when Celia returned 
with two of her little girls v 

'The baby's m bed and I was afraid to ask Hortense to get 
her up again But youll see her in the morning This is 
Norma and this is Grace Girls, this is Mr Bartlett '' - 
The girls received this news calmly. 

'Well, girls,' said Bartlett ' ‘ ^ ' 

'What do you think of them, Bartlett?' demanded their 
father 'I mean what do you think of them?' 

They re great’.' replied the guest with creditable 
warmth 

'I mean aren't they pretty?' 

'I should say they are’' 

'There, girls’ Why don't you thank Mr Bartlett? 
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'Thanks/ murmured Norma 
'How old are you, Norma?' asked Bartlett 
'Six,' said Norma 

'Well/ said Bartlett 'And how old is Grace?' 

'Four/ replied Norma 

'Well,' said Bartlett 'And how old is baby sister?' 

'One and a half/ answerd Norma 
'Well/ said Bartlett 
As this seemed to be final, 'Come, girls,' said their 
mother 'Kiss daddy good night and I'll take you back to 
Hortense ' 

'I'll take them,' said Gregg 'I'm going upstairs anyway 
And you can show Bartlett around 1 mean before it gets 
any darker ' 

'Good night, girls,' said Bartlett, and the children 
murmured a good night 

'I'll come and see you before you're asleep,' Celia told 
them And after Gregg had led them out, 'Do you really 
think they're pretty?' she asked Bartlett 
'I certainly do Especially Norma She's the image of you,' 
said Bartlett 

'She looks a little like I used to,' Celia admitted 'But I 
hope she doesn't look like me now I'm too old looking ' 
'You look remarkably young*' said Bartlett 'No one 
would believe you were the mother of three children ' 
'Oh, Mr Bartlett • But I mustn't forget I'm to "show you 
around " Lou is so proud of our home*' 

'And with reason,' said Bartlett 

'It IS wonderful* I call it our love nest Quite a big nest, 
don't you think? Mother says it's too big to be cosy, she 
says she can't think of it as a home But I always say a place 
IS whatever one makes of it A woman can by happy in a 
tent if they love each other And miserable in a royal palace 
Without love Don't you think so, Mr Bartlett?' 

'Yes, indeed ' 

'Is this really such wonderful Bourbon? I think I'll just 
take a sip of it and see what it's like It can't hurt me if it's so 
8ood Do you think so, Mr Bartlett?' 



94 


RING LARDNER 


'I don't believe so ' 

'Well then. I'm going to taste it and if it hurts me it's your 
fault ' 

Celia poured a whisky glass two-thirds full and drained it 
at a gulp 

'It IS good, isn't it?' she said 'Of course I'm not much of a 
)udge as I don't care for whisky and Lou won't let me drink 
it But he's raved so about this Bourbon that I did want to 
see what it was like You won't tell on me, will you, Mr 
Bartlett?' 

'Not B' 

'I wonder how it would be in a high-ball Let's you and I 
have just one But I'm forgetting I'm supposed to show you 
the place We won't have time to drink a high-ball and see 
the place too before Lou comes down. Are you so crazy to 
see the place?' 

'Not very ' 

Well, then, what do you say if we have a high-ball? And 
itll be a secret between you and L' 

They drank in silence and Celia pressed a button by the 
door ^ ^ 


You may take the bottle and tray,' she told Forbes 'And 
now, she said to Bartlett, 'we'll go out on the porch and see 
as much as we can see You'll have to guess the rest.' 

changed his shirt and collar, joined them- 
eii, he said to Bartlett, 'have you seen everything?^ 

1 guess I have, Mr Gregg,' bed the guest readily 'It's a 
wonderful place’' 

We like It I mean it suits us I mean it's my idea of a real 
home And Celia calls it her love nest.' 

'cu Bartlett 

Shell always be sentimental,' said her husband. 

Me put his hand on her shoulder, but she drew away 

1 must run up and dress,' she said 

flowered 
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'Perhaps you’d like to clean up a little, Bartlett,' said 
Gregg '1 moan Forbes will show you your room if you want 
to go up ' 

'It might bo best,' said Bartlett 

Celia, in a black lace dinner gown, was rather quiet 
during the elaborate meal Three or four times when 
Gregg addressed her, she seemed to be thinking of 
something else and had to ask, 'What did you say, 
sweetheart?' Her face was red and Bartlett imagined that 
she had 'sneaked' a drink or two besides the two helpings of 
Bourbon and the cocktail that had preceded dinner 
'Well, I'll leave you,' said Gregg when they were in the 
living-room once more 'I mean the sooner I get started, the 
sooner I'll be back Sweetheart, try and keep your guest 
awake and don't let him die of thirst rrnoir, Bartlett I'm 
sorry, but it can't be helped There's a fresh bottle of the 
Bourbon, so go to it 1 mean help yourself It's too bad you 
have to drink alone ' 

'It IS too bad, Mr Bartlett,' said Celia when Gregg had 
gone 

^What's too bad?' asked Bartlett 

'That you have to drink alone I feel like I wasn't being a 
good hostess to let you do it In fact, 1 refuse to let you do it 
I'll join you in just a little wee sip ' 

'But it's so soon after dinner'' 

'It's never too soon' I'm going to have a drink myself and 
if you don't join me, you're a quitter ' 

She mixed two life-sized high-balls and handed one to 
her guest 

'Now we'll turn on the radio and see if we can't stir things 
up There' No, No' Who cares about the old baseball' Now' 
This IS belter' Let's dance ' 

'I'm sorry, Mrs Gregg, but I don't dance ' 

'Well , you're an old cheese' To make me dance alone' "All 
alone, yes. I'm all alone " ' 

There was no affectation in her voice now and Bartlett 
was amazed at her unlabored grace as she glided around 
the big room 
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'But it's no fun alone/ she complained 'Let's shut the 
damn thing off and talk ' 

'I love to watch you dance/ said Bartlett 
'Yes, but I'm no Pavlowa/ said Celia as she silenced the 
radio 'And besides, it's time for a drink ' 

'I've still got more than half of mine ' 

'Well, you had that wine at dinner, so I'll have to catch up 
with you ' 

She poured herself another high-ball and went at the 
task of 'catching up' 

'The trouble with you, Mr — now isn't that a scream 
can't think of your name ' 

'Bartlett ' 

'The trouble with you. Barker-do you know what s 
the trouble with you? You're too sober See^ You're too 
damn sober* That's the whole trouble, see? If you weren t 
so sober, we'd be better off See? What I can't understand is 
how you can be so sober and me so high ' 

'You're not used to it ' 

'Not used to it! That's the cat's pajamas! Say, I'm like this 
half the time, see? If I wasn't. I'd die!' 

'What does your husband say?' 

'He don't say because he don't know See, Barker? 
There's nights when he's out and there's nights when I'm 
out myself And there's other nights when we're both m 
and I pretend I'm sleepy and I go up-stairs See? But I don't 
go to bed See? I have a little party all by myself See? If I 
didn't. I'd die!' 

'What do you mean, you'd die?' 

'You're dumb. Barker* You may be sober, but you're 
dumb* Did you fall for all that apple sauce about the happy 
home and the contented wife^ Listen, Barker — I'd give 
anything in the world to be out of this mess I'd give 
anything to never see him again ' 

'Don't you love him any more? Doesn't he love you? Or 
what?' 

'Love* I never did love him* I didn't know what love was* 
And all his love is for himself*' 
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'How did you happen to get married?' 

'I was a kid, that's the answer A kid and ambitious See? 
He was a director then and he got stuck on me and I 
thought he'd make me a star See, Barker? I married him to 
get myself a chance And now look at me*' 

'I'd say you were fairly well off ' 

'Well off, am I? I'd change places with the scum of the 
earth just to be free? See, Barker? And I could have been a 
star without any help if I'd only realized it I had the looks 
and I had the talent I've got it yet I could be a Swanson and 
get myself a marquis, maybe a prince' And look what I did 

get' A self-satisfied, self-centred ' I thought he'd make 

me' See, Barker? Well, he s made me all right, he's made 
me a chronic mother and it's a wonder I've got any looks 
left 

'I fought at first* I told him marriage didn't mean giving 
up my art, my life work But it was no use He wanted a 
beautiful wife and beautiful children for his beautiful 
home Just to show us off See? I'm part of his chattels See, 
Barker? I'm just like his big diamond or his cars or his 
horses And he wouldn't stand for his wife "lowering" 
herself to act in pictures Just as if pictures hadn't made 
him' 

'You go back to your magazine tomorrow and write 
about our love nest See, Barker? And be sure and don't get 
mixed and call it a baby ranch Babies' You thought little 
Norma was pretty Well, she is And what is it going to get 

her? A rich of a husband that treats her like a ' 

That's what it'll get her if I don't interfere I hope I don't last 
long enough to see her grow up, but if I do. I'm going to 
advise her to run away from home and live her own life 
And be somebody' Not a thing like I am' See, Barker?' 

Did you ever think of a divorce?' 

Did I ever think of one' Listen — but there's no chance 
1 ve got nothing on him, and no matter what he had on me, 
he d never let the world know it He'd keep me here and 
torture me like he does now, only worse But I haven't 
done anything wrong, see? The men I might care for. 



98 


RING LARDNER 


they're all scared of him and his money and power See, 
Barker? And the others are just as bad as him Like fat old 
Morris, the hotel man, that everybody thinks he's a model 
husband The reason he don't step out more is because he's 
too stingy But I could have him if I wanted him Every time 
he gets near enough to me, he squeezes my hand I guess he 
thinks it's a nickel, the tight old — * But come on. Barker. 
Let's have a drink. I'm running down ' 

'I think it's about time you were running up — upstairs,' 
said Bartlett 'If I were you. I'd try to be in bed and asleep 
when Gregg gets home/ 

'You're all right. Barker And after this drink I'm going to 
do just as you say Only I thought of it before you did, see? I 
think if it lots of nights And tonight you can help me out by 
telling him I had a bad headache ' 

Left alone, Bartlett thought a while, then read, and 
finally dozed off He was dozing when Gregg returned 
Well, well, Bartlett,' said the great man, 'did Celia desert 
you?' 


'It was perfectly all right, Mr Gregg She had a headache 
and I told her to go to bed ' 

She s had a lot of headaches lately, reads too much, I 
guess Well, I m sorry I had this date It was about a new 
golf club and I had to be there. I mean I'm going to be 
president of it I see you consoled yourself with some of the 
Bourbon I mean the bottle doesn't look as full as it did ' 
I hope you 11 forgive me for helping myself so 

generously,' said Bartlett 'I don't get stuff like that every 
day’ 


'Well, what do you say if we turn in? We can talk on the 
way to town tomorrow Though I guess you won't have 
much to ask me I guess you know all about us I mean you 
Know all about us now ' 
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wakes up very early But she's later than usual this 
morning Sweetheart*' he called up the stairs 
'Yes, sweetheart,' came the reply 
'Mr Bartlett's leaving now I mean he's going ' 

'Oh, good-by, Mr Bartlett Please forgive me for not 
being down to see you off ' 

'You're forgiven, Mrs Gregg And thanks for your 
hospitality ' 

'Good-by, sweetheart*' 

'Good-by, sweetheart*' 
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white vinyl high-backed chairs Three more chairs with 
somewhat higher backs and the university's crest 
embossed into the vinyl designate the head of the table 
On the floor is a serious, undistracting brown carpet, on the 
ceiling, an elaborate acoustical muffle Minnehaha Ho, 
Professor Marvin's secretary, has been diligent during the 
morning, she has put before every place a large, leather- 
edged blotter, a notepad, and copies of the department's 
prospectus and the university's calendar and regulations, 
their covers all backed out in the official design colours of 
the university, which are indigo and puce In the original 
master-plan, Danish grey-glass ashtrays had been 
provided for each place, but the room has seen a fair 
incidence of sit-ins, and the ashtrays have been stolen, and 
replaced by many one-ounce Player's Whiskey tobacco tins, 
retrieved from the wastepaper basket of Dr Zachery 
Someone has sprayed the room with scented deodorant, 
and emptied these ashtrays All stands m its committee 
dignity, the meeting, then, is ready to begin 
When the party from the cafeteria arrives. Professor 
Marvin, who is always early, is there already, in the central 
high chair, his back to one of the windows A row of pens is 
in his top pocket, an annotated agenda lies between his two 
hairy hands on the blotter before him To the left of his left 
hand is a stack of files, the record of all recent past 
meetings, bound in hard-loop bindings, to the right of his 
right hand is a small carafe of water On his left sits 
Minnehaha Ho, who will take the minutes, on his right sits 
his administrative assistant, Benita Pream, who has before 
her many more files, and a small alarm clock At the top of 
the long row of chairs where the faculty sit there is, on 
Marvin's left. Professor Debison, a man rarely seen, except 
m meetings such as this His field is Overseas Studies, and 
overseas is where he most often is , as the fresh BOAC and 
SAS tags on his worn brown briefcase, laid on the table 
before him, indicate Dr Zachery, by custom, takes the 
place opposite, he goes up the long room and sits down It is 
his boast that on one such occasion he read the entirety of 



MALCOLM BRADBURY 

Takott Parsons' The Socml System, no mean feal, he 
prepared for the afternoon by placing here a backhle ot 
bound volumes of the Bnitsh Joimwl of Sociology, he is head- 
down at once, flicking over pages with practised hand and 
putting in slips to mark articles relevant to his micro- 
sociological scheme of things Beside him, resting 
informally across a chair, there is already present one or 
the SIX student representatives, who always sit together as 
a caucus, he passes time usefully by inspecting- 
photographs of female crotches in a magazine The room 
fills up, the sociologists and social psychologists, 
sophisticates of meetings, readers of Goffman who a 
know intimately the difference between a group and an 
encounter, who are expert in the dynamics of interaction, 
come in and pick their places with care, examining existing 
relationships, angles of vision, even the cast of the light 
Finally the elaborate social construct is ready Marvin sits 
at the head of the table, in that curious state of suspended 
animation appropriate to the moment before the start or 
a meeting Outside, pile-drivers thump, and dumper-trucks 
roar, inside is a severe, expectant curiosity 

Then the alarm clock of Benita Pream, the administra- 
tive assistant, pings. Professor Marvin coughs very loudly 
and waves his arms He looks up and down the long table, 
and says ^Can we now come to order, gentlemen^ 
Immediately the silence breaks, many arms go up, all round 
the table, there is a jabber of voices 'May I point out, Mr 
Chairperson, that of the persons in this room you are 
addressing as "gentlemen", seven are women^' says 
Melissa Todoroff 'May I suggest the formulation "Can we 
come to order, persons?" or perhaps "Can we come to 
order, colleagues?"' 'Doesn't the phrase itself suggest 
we're somehow normally in a state of 4i5order?'asks Roger 
Fundy 'Can I ask whether under Standing Orders of 
Senate we are bound to terminate this meeting in three and 
a half hours? And, if so, whether the Chairman thinks an 
agenda of thirty-four items can be seriously discussed 
under those limitations, especially since my colleagues will 
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presumably want to take tea7"On a point of information, 
Mr Chairman, may I point out that the tea interval is not 
included within the three and a half hour limitation, and 
also draw Dr Petworth's attention to the fact that we have 
concluded discussion of longer agendas in shorter times?' 
'Here?' asks someone 'May I ask if it is the wish of this 
meeting that we should have a window open?' The meeting 
has started, and it is always so It has often been remarked, 
by Benita Pream, who services several such departmental 
meetings, that those in History are distinguished by their 
high rate of absenteeism, those in English by the amount of 
wine consumed afterwards, and those in Sociology by their 
contentiousness The pile-drivers thump outside, the 
arguments within continue The sociologists, having read 
Coffman, know there is a role of Chairman, and a role of 
Argumentative Person, and a role of Silent Person, they 
know how situations are made, and how they can be 
leaked, and how dysphoria can be induced, they put their 
knowledge to the test in such situations as this Benita 
Pream's alarm has pinged at 14 00 hours, according to her 
own notes,- It is 14 20 before the meeting has decided how 
long It IS to continue, and whether it is quorate, and if it 
should have the window open, and 14 30 before Professor 
Marvin has managed to sign the minutes of the last 
meeting, so that they can begin on item 1 of the agenda of 
this one, which concerns the appointment of external 
examiners for finals 'An uncontentious item, I think,' says 
Professor Marvin 

It is 15 05 before the uncontentious item is resolved 
Nobody hkes the two names proposed by Professor 
Marvin But their dissents are founded on such radically 
different premises that no two other names can be 
proposed from the meeting and agreed upon A working 
party is suggested, to bring names to the next meeting, no 
one can agree on the membership of the working party A 
select committee of the department is proposed, to suggest 
names for the members of the working party, no one can 
agree on the membership of the select committee A 



104 MAI COLM BRADBURY 

recommendation that Senate be asked to nominate the 
members of the select committee who will nominate the 
members of the working party who will make proposals for 
nominations so that the departmental meeting can 
nominate the external examiners is defeated, on the 
grounds that this would be external interference from 
Senate in the affairs of the department* even though, as 
the chair points out, the department cannot in any case 
nominate external examiners, but only recommend names 
to Senate, who will nominate them A motion that the 
names of the two external examiners originally recom- 
mended be put again is put, and accepted The namesareput 
again, and rejected A motion that there be no external 
examiners is put, and rejected Two ladies in blue overalls 
come in with cups of tea and a plate of biscuits, and place 
cups m front of all the people present A proposal that, 
since the agenda is moving slowly, discussion continue 
during tea is put and accepted, with one abstainer, who 
takes his cup of tea outside and drinks it there The fact 
that tea has come without an item settled appears to have 
some effect a motion that Professor Marvin be allowed to 
make his own choice of external examiners, acting on 
behalf of the department, is put and accepted Professor 
Marvin promptly indicates that he will recommend to 
Senate the two names originally mentioned, an hour 
before, and then he moves onto the next item 

A rather contentious item,' he says, introducing a 
proposal that the number of student representatives be 
increased from six to eight The six students already there, 
most of them in sweatshirts, breathe hard, look fierce, lean 
their heads together, they separate to discover" that there 
as been no discussion, and that the item, presumably m 
weariness, has been passed immediately The tea-ladies 
coine in to remove the cups Trading on success, the 
student representatives propose that membership of the 
epartment meeting be further expanded, to include 
representatives from the tea-ladies The motion is put and 
passe Benita Pream, the administrative assistant. 
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intervenes here, whispering first in Marvin's ear, then 
addressing the meeting, she states that under regulations 
the tea-Iadies are not entitled to membership of 
department meetings The meeting passes a recommenda- 
tion urging Senate to change regulations in order to permit 
tea-ladies to serve on department meetings The resolution 
and the preceding one are both ruled out of order from the 
chair, on the ground that neither refers to any item on the 
agenda of the meeting A resolution that items not on 
the agenda of the meeting be allowed is proposed, but is 
ruled out of order on the grounds that itis not on the agenda 
of the meeting A resolution that the chair be held out 
of order because it has allowed two motions to come to 
the vote which are not, according to standing orders, on the 
agenda of the meeting is refused from the chair, on 
the grounds that the chair cannot allow motions to come 
to the vote which are not, according to standing orders, on 
the agenda of the meeting Outside it rains a great deal, and 
the level of the lake rises considerably 
'Are all your meetings this boring?' asks Melissa 
Todoroff, who will later be discovered not to be entitled to 
be in the meeting at all, since she is only a visitor, and will 
be asked to leave, and will do so, shouting 'Don't worry,' 
whispers Howard, 'this is just a preliminary skirmish It 
Will warm up later ' It warms up, in fact, shortly after 
^ 05, when It is beginning to go dark, and when Professor 
Marvin reaches item 17, which is concerned with Visiting 
peakers 'A non-controversial item, I think,' says 
otessor Marvin 'A few proposed names here, I think we 
' Roger Fundy raises his hand and says 
Prol auspices the invitation to 

It issued?' The chair looks bewildered 

far as I know. Dr Fundy, no 
draw Professor Mangel ' 'Can I 

circulate^h*^'’'" departmental memo, 

Mangel has ^^^tes that Professor 

surt,®!* " “ a lecture?"! sent out no 

^'ich departmental memo,' says the chair 'I have here a 
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copy of the departmental memo which the chair says it did 
not send out/ says Roger Fundy Terhaps the chair 'would 
like to see it ' The chair would; it inspects the memo, and 
turns to Minnehaha Ho. Tt was on the dictaphone/ says 
Miss Ho, with wide oriental eyes, "so I sent it out/Tt was pn ; 
the dictaphone so you sent it out?" murmurs Professor 
Marvin, 'I didn't put it on the dictaphone/ "Can I ask the ^ 
Chairperson,' says Melissa Todoroff, "if that person is 
aware that this invitation will be seen by all non- " 
Caucasians and women on this campus as a deliberate ' 
insult to their genetic origins?"This is trouble, man/ says 
one of the student representatives, "he's a racist and, a 
sexist ' Professor Marvin looks around in some mystifica- " 
tion 'Professor Mangel is to my knowledge neither a raci^ 
nor a sexist, but a very well-qualified geneticist," he says 
'However, since we have not invited him here the 
question seems scarcely to arise on this agenda ""In view of ^ 
the opinion of the chair that Mangel is neither a racistnor a 
sexist/ says Howard, 'would that mean that the chair 
would be prepared to invite him to this campus, if his name 
were proposed?' 'It isn't proposed," says Marvin. "The point 
IS that Professor Mangel's work is fascist, and we"ve no 
business to confirm that by inviting him here," says Moira. 
Millikin I had always thought the distinguishing mark of 
fascism was its refusal to tolerate free enquiry. Dr 
Millikin, says Marvin, 'but the question needs no 
discussion, since there's no proposal to invite this man. I 

oubt if we could ever agree on such an invitation. It would 
be an issue ' . ' , 


May I ask why? asks Dr Zacher, the Brtitsh Journal' of ^ 
mo ogy forgotten Why?' asks Fundy. 'Do you know what 

loviting that man would be? One, 
7a vT that is just what one does," says'Dr 

m tolerates May I propose, and I think this is 

fnr since the agenda permits us to make suggestions 
thi«; speakers, that we issue a formal invitation froiri 

this Mangel, to comeaxidspealc tp 

P ment There is much noise around the table'. 
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Howard sits silent, so silent that Flora Beniform leans over 
to him and murmurs, 'Don't I see a hand at work here?' 
'Ssshh,' says Howard, 'this is a serious issue "You wish to 
putthatasa motion ?' asks Marvin, looking at Zachery 'I do,' 
says Zachery, 'and I should like to speak to my motion I 
observe, among some of my younger colleagues, perhaps 
less experienced in recent history than some of us, a real 
Ignorance of the state of affairs we are discussing 
Professor Mangel and myself have a background in 
common, we are both Jewish, and both grew up in Nazi 
Germany, and fled here from the rise of fascism I think we 
know the meaning of this term Fascism, and the associated 
genocide, arose because a climate developed in Germany in 
which it was held that all intellectual activity conform with 
an accepted, approved ideology To make this happen, it 
was necessary to make a climate in which it became virtually 
impossible to think, or exist, outside the dominant 
ideological construct Those who did were isolated, as now 
some of our colleagues seek to isolate Professor Mangel ' 
There are many murmurs round the table from the 
sociologists, all of whom are deeply conscious of having 
definitions of fascism they too could give, if asked 'May I 
continue?' asks Zachery 'Fascism is therefore an elegant 
sociological construct, a one-system world Its opposite is 
contingency or pluralism or liberalism That means a chaos 
of opinion and ideology, there are people who find that 
hard to endure But in the interests of it, I think we must 
ask Professor Mangel to come here and lecture ' 

Then you'll get your chaos all right, if he does,' says 
^undy 'You know what the radical feeling is about this 
‘ ou know what uproar and violent protest there always is 
when someone like Jensen or Eysenck is invited to lecture 
3t a university The same will happen with Mangel ' 
Justified violence and protest,' says Moira Millikin 'I'm 
extremely disturbed, Mr Chairman,' says Dr Macintosh, 
u see so many of my colleagues stopping us from inviting 
someone we haven't even invited ' But now there is much 
shouting across the table, and Professor Marvin has to 
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Stand, and bang his wodge of files down hard onto the desk 
m front of him, before something like silence returns 
'Gentlemen*' he shouts 'Persons*"Oh, Howard, Howard, 
IS this you?' whispers Flora 'Flora,' whispers back Howard 
'Stop taking the plane to bits once it's left the ground ' 
'You're playing games,' whispers Flora 'I've not spoken/ 
says Howard Professor Marvin, now, has resumed his 
seat. He waits for full quietness, and then he says 'Well, Dr 
Zachery has proposed a motion, which is now on the table, 
that we in this department of Social Studies issue an 
invitation to Professor Mangel to came and lecture here 
Does that motion have a seconder?' 'Go on. Flora,' 
whispers Howard, Flora puts her hand up 'Oh,' says 
Marvin, well, let me briefly note that this issue could 
become a bone of severe contention, and remind the 
department of the experience of other universities who 
have ventured in this unduly charged area, before I put the 
motion to the vote Let us be cautious in our actions, 
cautious but just Now may we vote Those in favour?' The 
hands go up around the table, Benita Pream rises to count 
them And those against?' Another group of hands, some 
waving violent y, go up, Benita Pream rises once more to 
count these She writes the results down on a piece of 
this over the table top to Marvin, who looks 
at it Well, he says, this motion has been earned By eleven 
votes to ten I m sure that's just, but Pm afraid we've 
committed ourselves to a real bone of contention 'Thereis 
uproar at the table Castrate all sexists,^ shouts Melissa 
Todoroff, and it is now that, on a point of order from Dr 
Petworth, a constitutional spirit dedicated to such 
precisions as points of order, it is discovered that Miss ^ 
Todoroff IS not, as a visitor, formally a member of this 
meeting at all, and therefore has been voting without 
entitlement, and so she is taken from thp u 

'Sisters, rebel,' and 'Off the p.g? ThPl^'l 
Howard's hand goes up, 'Mr Chairman,' he save *'maW 
point out that the vote just taken-and passed by Anly one 
vote— IS now clearly invalid, since Miss TodorofPs slmuld 
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not have been cast "I had seen that constitutional point. Dr 
Kirk,' says Marvin 'I'm afraid it leaves us in a very difficult 
position You see, that applies not only to the last vote, but 
to all the votes taken throughout the meeting Unless we 
can see a way round it, we may have to start this entire 
meeting from the beginning again ' 

There are groans and shouts, Benita Pream, meanwhile, 
has been fumbling through papers, now she whispers a 
brief something into the ear of the chair The chair says 
'Oh, good ' There is still much noise in the room, so Marvin 
taps the table 'I feel quite sure,' he says, 'my colleagues will 
bear with me if I say that it is undesirable to re-run this 
entire meeting It now appears that this is the only motion 
today which was passed on a margin of one vote With the 
consent of the meeting, I will assume all other votes 
satisfactory Do I have that?' The sociologists, weary from 
the fray, agree 'Now our last vote,' says Marvin 'As your 
chairman, I have to consider the position here very 
carefully Do we happen to know the way Dr Todoroff 
voted?' 'It seemed to me rather obvious,' says Dr Zachery, 
from her comments on leaving ' 'That's injustice,' says 
Moira Milhkin, 'a ballot should be secret When one 
individual's vote can be singled out in this way, the 
system's wrong ' 'I think there may be another way to 
answer this,' says Marvin, looking at another note from 
enita Pream 'I think I've resolved it, I hope to the 
of this meeting ' The meeting looks about 
does not have the air of a group easily satisfied 'If 
' ^ voted against the motion,' says Marvin, 

and we simply subtracted her vote, that would leave the 
voting as eleven to nine, with the motion carried Do we 
v^f^j meeting agrees 'If, on the other hand, she had 
o for the motion, and her vote was subtracted, that 
vould give us a tie, at ten ten But in the event of such a tie, 
^as chairman would have had to use my casting vote In the 
cumstances, and only because of the circumstances, as a 
rire matter of procedure and not of preference, I would 
3ve had to vote for the motion Either way, therefore, the 
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motion may be presumed to be carried ' 

There is once again much uproar 'Wishy-washy liberal 
equivocation/ shouts Moira Millikin, while her baby 
squawks by her chair 'A crime against mankind,' says 
Roger Fundy 'I can only tell you. Dr Fundy,' says Marvin, 
'that I do not myself greatly relish the idea of Mangel 
visiting this campus Not because what has been said 
about him seems to me true, but because we as a 
department do much better without these contentious 
situations But this has been forced on me, and there was 
no other way procedurally for justice to be done ' A 
reactionary reason,' says Moira Millikin, 'Justice’' cried 
Roger Fundy 'Democratic justice is clear injustice ' 'You 
always seem to find it convenient when it is in your favour, 
says Marvin This generates much more uproar, through 
which come many shouts for the vote to be retaken, and 
the level of the lake outside continues to rise, and the 
darkness increases beyond the big windows with their 
rattling blinds The dumper-trucks have stopped, the pilo" 
drivers have been put away, but, high in the dark, the lights 
of the Durkheim Room shine bright The meeting goes on, 
and then, at 17 30, there is a loud ping of Benita Pream s 
alarm clock, and it is over Or almost over, for even now 
they have to consider a proposal that, since there has been 
no tea interval, a notional time should be set for the actual 
consumption of the tea and the biscuits, it is this spot of 
notional time that is finally used to justify the fact that the 
meeting has gone on a few minutes longer in order to 
consider whether it should go on a few minutes longer 
1 he sociologists rise and disperse. Professor Debison, who 
has not spoken at all, hurries off to his taxi, which will take 

Heathrow, in the corridor outside the 
im eim Room, caucuses huddle and discuss coming 
upheaval You were very quiet,' says Flora Beniform to 
Howard, as they leave the room 'Well,' says Howard, 'some 
,Y_ ones of contention are very hard to resolve ' 

trouble before,' says Flora 'You 
want Mangel You want a fight ' 
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'Who, me?' asks Howard, innocently, as they get into the 
lift They stand there, waiting for the doors to close 'I've 
got a babysitter,' says Howard 'I see,' says Flora, and 
reaches in her bag, and gets out her diary, and deletes from 
the page marked with a thread a word that says 
'Provisionally' 'Secret assignation?' asks Henry Beamish, 
getting into the lift, his arm sticking out stiffly before him 
'Well, Howard, that was very enjoyable I'm glad I took the 
trouble to come There were some issues there that greatly 
concerned me ' 'Were there, Henry?' asks Flora 'What 
were those?' 'The question of the grant for research into 
senile delinquency,' says Henry 'We can really move 
forward on that one now "Did we discuss that?' asks Flora 
'Flora, you weren't attending,' says Henry, 'it was one of 
the most important items I thought we'd have a battle over 
it, but it went straight through without discussion I 
suppose people see its importance A very uncontentious 
meeting, I thought ' 'Were you attending?' asks Flora, 'I 
noticed a certain flurry round the matter of Mangel ' 'I 
found that terribly predictable,' says Henry 'The trouble 
with sociologists IS that they usually fail to take genetics 
seriously They talk about the balance of nature and 
nurture, but when it comes down to it they're all on the 
side of nurture, because they can interfere with that They 
can t realize how much we're genetically predetermined ' 
But It IS, as the chair says, a bone of contention,' says Flora 
It 11 blow over,' says Henry 'Will it, Howard?' asks Flora 'I 
wubt It,' says Howard 'There's a lot of passion on this ' 
Dh, God,' says Flora, 'I must admit I was really hoping for 
just one quiet term Without an issue, without a sit-m I 
Know It sounds terribly reactionary But even though 
permanent revolution may have its claims, I really think 
before I die I'd like the peace to write one decent book "But 
We won't let you,' says Howard 'No,' says Flora, 'so I see ' 
The lift stops at the fifth floor, and they get out, back 
into Sociology 'Funny how it came up,' says Henry, 'it was 
all a bit of an accident ' 'Henry,' says Flora, wearily, 'there 
are no accidents ' Henry turns and looks at her, puzzled 
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With don't think Howard agrees 

ofyoLself HenrT“Of"“** Take care 

them sen.„r ^ The three of 

lead awav frn' three of the four corridors that 

bookran /T “P A" briefcases and the 

mernos ti a ‘be new department 

which will now intellectual deposit of the day, 

says Henrv a fo ^^^sh attention "Grand girl. Flora/ 
the door of "hj<; ^ ^^^utes later, when Howard comes to 

Henry's room hiS"al?r'^""'’‘^ 3PP°intment 

Howard's own, with the r”™*' "retching version of 
filing cabinet Vl. Conran desk, the Roneo- Vickers 

desk chair all m wastepaper basket, the red 

rectangle THp rl similar places in the 

the space and Henry has domesticated 

Gladstone, and?- !. P'""‘*' " bust of 

loose-weave Norw ^ silver-frame mirror, and s 

called a Teasmairl for the floor, and a machine 

throws out an^mis^ " ‘"^P°‘ ^ Hock, and 

Henry?' asks Howard^ 7™^ tea-leaves. 'Are you ready. 
And Tve got to talcp ^ ®°^cwhat busy evening 

about It,’ says Henrv T y°“'' "I think that's 

like this I wonder much work done tonight 

get my raincoat on? Th would give me a hand to 

m somewhere ' 'Let's ^ Problem is to fit this arm of mine 
Howard, 'and I'll bui-i-r.«^i shoulders,' says 

stand m Henry's dompcf ^ neck ' They 

Howard attends to 

bnefcases and wall down?h ‘b^V P>ck up tL.t 

The corridor towards the 

'^h '^ "°t angry witlf inside 'I do hope 

y should I be?' asks Hn^ Henry, as they descend 
question, ' says Henry '2 u,df ‘ °'’cr the Mangel 

"= s :s» =v„' 
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must have thought/ said Henry 'If only Henry had done 
the sensible thing, and stayed at home, and then the vote 
would have gone the other way "Nonsense,' says Howard, 
'if you'd stayed at home, we wouldn't have had an issue 
Now there'll be trouble, and it will radicalize everyone, and 
we shall have a good term ' 'Well, I don't think we agree on 
that,' says Henry The lift doors open, and they step out 
into the empty foyer The Kaakinen waterfall has been 
turned off for the night, many of the lights are out, the 
floors are being cleaned by a cleaner with a cleaner 'No,' 
says Henry, 'I'm like Flora I cry for peace My political days 
are good and over I'm not sure I was every really very far 
in In any case, politics were fair, in the fifties ' 'That was 
why nothing got done,' says Howard, 'and there is no peace ' 
They go out, through the glass doors, into the darkening 
campus 'Well, that's my point of view,' says Henry, 
'though of course I do respect the other one ' 'Yes/ says 
Howard, as they stop and stand in the rain, 'well, where 
shall we go for our dnnk?"Ah,' says Henry, brightening, 
'that's what I call a really serious issue Where do you 
think?' 
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With bait on a hook Silly fish learn nothing in a thousand 
years If you didn't know risky putting anything into your 
mouth Poisonous berries Johnny Magories Roundness 
you think good Gaudy colour warns you off One fellow 
told another and so on Try it on the dog first Led on by the 
smell or the look Tempting fruit Ice cones Cream 
Instinct Orangegroves for instance Need artificial 
irrigation Bleibtreustrasse Yes but what about oysters? 
Unsightly like a clot of phlegm Filthy shells Devil to open 
them too Who found them out? Garbage, sewage they 
feed on fizz and Red bank oysters Effect on the sexual 
Aphrodis He was in the Red bank this morning Was he 
oyster old fish at table Perhaps he young flesh in bed No 
June has no ar no oysters But there are people like tainted 
game Jugged hare First catch your hare Chinese eating 
eggs fifty years old, blue and green again Dinner of thirty 
courses Each dish harmless might mix inside Idea for a 


poison mystery That archduke Leopold was it? No Yes, or 
was It Otto one of those Habsburgs? Or who was it used to 
eat the scruff off his own head? Cheapest lunch in town 
Of course, aristocrats Then the others copy to be in the 
fashion Miliy too rock oil and flour Raw pastry I like 
rnyself Half the catch of oysters they throw back in the sea 
to keep up the price Cheap No one would buy Caviare 
Do the grand Hock in green glasses Swell blowout Lady 
this Powdered bosom pearls The elite Creme de la creme 
They want special dishes to pretend they're Hermit with a 
platter of pulse keep down the stings of the flesh Know me 
come eat with me Royal sturgeon High sheriff, Coffey, 
the butcher, right to venisons of the forest from his ex 
Send him back the half of a cow Spread 1 saw down in the 
blaster of the Rolls' kitchen area Whitehatted chef like a 
rabbi Combustible duck Curly cabbage a la duchesse de 
Parme Just as well to write it on the bill of fare so you can 
know what you've eaten too many drugs spoil the broth I 
now It myself Dosing it with Edwards' desiccated soup 
Ceese stuffed silly for them Lobsters boiled alive Do 
Ptake some ptarmigan Wouldn't mind being a waiter in a 
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swell hotel Tips, evening dress, halfnakcd ladies May 1 
tempt you to a little mote filleted lemon sole, miss 
Dubedat? Yes, do bedad And she did bedad Huguenot 
name I expect that A miss Dubedat lived in Kiliincy 1 
remember Dh, dr /a, French Still iTs the same fish, perhaps 
old Micky Hanlon of Moore street ripped the guts out of 
making money, hand over fist, finger in fishes' gills, can't 
write his name on a cheque, think he was painting the 
landscape with his mouth twisted Moooikill A Aitcha Ha 
Ignorant as a kish of brogues, worth fifty thousand 
pounds 

Stuck on the pane two flies buzred, stuck 

Glowing wine on his palate lingered swallowed Crush- 
ing in the winepress grapes of Burgundy Sun's Hieat 
it IS Seems to a secret touch telling me memory Touched 
his sense moistened remembered Hidden under wild ferns 
on Howth Below us bay sleeping sky No sound The sky 
The bay purple by the Lion's head Green by Drumleck 
Yellowgreen towards Sutton Fields of undersea, the lines 
faint brown in grass, buried cities Pillowed on my coat she 
had her hair, earwigs in the heather scrub my hand under 
her nape, you'll toss me all O wonder! Coolsoft with 


ointments her hand touched me, caressed her eyes upon 
me did not turn away Ravished over her I lay, full lips full 
open, kissed her mouth Yum Softly she gave me in my 
mouth the seedcake warm and chewed Mawkish pulp her 
mouth had mumbled sweet and sour with spittle Joy 1 3^^ 
it ]oy Young life, her lips that gave me pouting Soft, 
warm, sticky gumjelly lips Flowers her eyes were, take 
me, willing eyes Pebbles fell She lay still A goat No-one 
High on Ben Howth rhododendrons a nannygoat walking 
surefooted, dropping currants Screened under ferns she 
laughed warmfolded Wildly I lay on her, kissed her, eyes, 
er her streched neck, beating, woman's breastp^ ’’ n 

^ veiling, fat nipples upright 
gue her She kissed me I was kissed All yiek 

"he kissed me 

Me And me now 
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Stuck, the flies buzzed 

His downcast eyes followed the silent veining of the 
oaken slab Beauty it curves, curves are beauty Shapely 
goddesses, Venus, Juno curves the world admires Can see 
them library museum standing in the round hall, naked 
goddesses Aids to digestion They don't care what man 
looks All to see Never speaking, 1 mean to say to fellows 
like Flynn Suppose she did Pygmalion and Galatea what 
would she say first^ Mortal* Put you in your proper place 
Quaffing nectar at mess with gods, golden dishes, all 
ambrosial Not like a tanner lunch we have, boiled mutton, 
carrots and turnips, bottle of Allsop Nectar, imagine it 
drinking electricity gods' food Lovely forms of woman 
sculped Junonian Immortal lovely And we stuffing food in 
one hole and out behind food, chyle, blood, dung, earth, 
food have to feed it like stoking an engine 
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ONE NIGHT I am standing in front of Mindy^s restaurant on 
Broadway, thinking of practically nothing whatever, .when 
all of a sudden I feel a very terrible pain in my left foot 
In fact, this pain is so very terrible that it causes me to 
leap up and down like a bullfrog, and to let out loud cries o 
agony, and to speak some very profane language, which is 
by no means my custom, although of course I recognize 
the pain as coming from a hot foot, because I often 
experience this pain before 

Furthermore, I know Joe the Joker must be m the 
neighbourhood, as Joe the Joker has the most wonderfn 
sense of humour of anybody in this town, and is always 
around giving people the hot foot, and gives it to me more 
times than I can remember In fact, I hear Joe the Joker 
invents the hot foot, and it finally becomes a very popular 
idea all over the country 

The way you give a hot foot is to sneak up behind some 
guy who IS standing around thinking of not much, and stick 
a paper match in his shoe between the sole and the upper 
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ilong about where his little toe ought to be, and then light 
the match By and by the guy will feel a terrible pain in his 
foot, and will start stamping around, and hollering, and 
carrying on generally, and it is always a most comical sight 
and a wonderful laugh to one and all to see him suffer 
No one in the world can give a hot foot as good as Joe the 
Joker, because it takes a guy who can sneak up very quiet on 
the guy who is to get the hot foot, and Joe can sneak up so 
quiet many guys on Broadway are willing to lay you odds 
that he can give a mouse a hot foot if you can find a mouse 
that wears shoes Furthermore, Joe the Joker can take 
plenty of care of himself m case the guy who gets the hot 
foot feels like taking the matter up, which sometimes 
happens, especially with guys who get their shoes made to 
order at forty bobs per copy and do not care to have holes 
burned in these shoes 

But Joe does not care what kind of shoes the guys are 
wearing when he feels like giving out hot foots, and 
furthermore, he does not care who the guys are although 
many citizens think he makes a mistake the time he gives a 
hot foot to Frankie Ferocious In fact, many citizens are 
greatly horrified by this action, and go around saying no 
good will come of it 

This Frankie Ferocious comes from over in Brooklyn, 
where he is considered a rising citizen in many respects, 
and by no means a guy to give hot foots to, especially as 
Frankie Ferocious has no sense of humour whatever In 
fact, he IS always very solemn, and nobody ever sees him 
3Ugh, and he certainly does not laugh when Joe the Joker 
gives him a hot foot one day on Broadway when Frankie 
Ferocious is standing talking over a business matter with 
some guys from the Bronx , 

He only scowls at Joe, and says something in Italian, and 
while I do not understand Italian, it sounds so unpleasant 
I guarantee I will leave town inside of the next two 
' ‘f he says it to me 

' P '^f course Frankie Ferocious's name is not really 
, crocious, but something m Italian like Feroccio, and I hear 
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he originally comes from Sicily, although he ^ 

Brooklyn for quite some years, and from a mod 
beginning he builds himself up until he is a very 
operator of merchandise of one kind and another, 
especially alcohol He is a big guy of maybe thirty-odd, ana 
he has hair blacker than a yard up a chimney, and blade eye , 
and black eyebrows, and a slow way of looking at peop 
Nobody knows a whole lot about Frankie Ferocious, 
because he never has much to say, and he takes his tune 
saying it, but everybody gives him plenty of room when e 
comes around, as there are rumours that Frankie never 
likes to be crowded As far as I am concerned, I do not care 
for any part of Frankie Ferocious, because his slow ^ 
looking at people always makes me nervous, and 1 arn 
always sorry Joe the Joker gives him a hot foot, because 
figure Frankie Ferocious is bound to consider it a 
disrespectful action, and hold it against everybody t a 
lives on the Island of Manhattan , 

But Joe the Joker only laughs when anybody tells him e 
IS out of line in giving Frankie the hot foot, and says it is no 
his fault if Frankie has no sense of humour Furthermore, 
Joe says he will not only give Frankie another hot foot if he 
gets a chance, but that he will give hot foots to the Prince o 
Wales or Mussolini, if he catches them in the right spot, 
although Regret, the horse player, states that Joe can have 
twenty to one any time that he will not give Mussolini any 
hot foots and get away with it 

Anyway, just as 1 suspect, there is Joe the Joker watching 
me when I feel the hot foot, and he is laughing very 
heartily, and furthermore, a large number of other citizens 
are also laughing heartily, because Joe the Joker never sees 
any fun in giving people the hot foot unless others are 
present to enjoy the joke 

Well, naturally when I see who it is gives me the hot foot 
1 join in the laughter, and go over and shake hands with Joe, 
and when I shake hands with him there is more laughter, 
because it seems Joe has a hunk of Limburger cheese in his 
duke, and what I shake hands with is this Limburger 
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Futhermore, it is some of Mindy's Limburger cheese, and 
everybody knows Mindy's Limburger is very squashy, and 
also very loud 

Of course I laugh at this, too, although to tell the truth I 
will laugh much more heartily if Joe the Joker drops dead in 
front of me, because I do not like to be made the subject of 
laughter on Broadway But my laugh is really quite hearty 
when Joe takes the rest of the cheese that is not on my 
fingers and smears it on the steering-wheels of some 
automobiles parked in front of Mindy's, because I get to 
thinking of what the drivers will say when they start 
steering their cars 

Then I get talking to Joe the Joker, and I ask him how 
things are up in Harlem where Joe and his younger 
brother, Freddy, and several other guys have a small 
organization operating in beer, and Joe says things are as 
good as can be expected considering business conditions 
Then I ask him how Rosa is getting along, this Rosa being 
Joe the Joker's ever-loving wife, and a personal friend of 
™ne, as I know her when she is Rosa Midnight and is 
singing in the old Hot Box before Joe hauls off and marries 
her 

Well, at this question Joe the Joker starts laughing, and I 
can see that something appeals to his sense of humour, and 
finally he speaks as follows 

Why,' he says, 'do you not hear the news about Rosa? 
She takes the wind on me a couple of months ago for my 
friend Frankie Ferocious, and is living in an apartment over 
in Brooklyn, right near his house, although,' Joe says, 'of 
course you understand I am telling you this only to answer 
your question, and not to holler copper on Rosa ' 

Then he lets out another large ha-ha, and in fact Joe the 
Joker keeps laughing until I am afraid he wilhnjure himself 
internally Personally, I do not see anything comical in a 
guy s ever-loving wife taking the wind on him for a guy 
u ^ Frankie Ferocious, so when Joe the joker quiets down a 
tut I ask him what is funny about the proposition 

Why,' Joe says, 'I have to laugh every time I think of how 
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the big greaseball is going to feel when he finds out how 
expensive Rosa is I do not know how many things Frankie 
Ferocious has running for him in Brooklyn/ Joe says, ^but 
he better try to move himself in on the mint if he wishes to 
keep Rosa going ' 

Then he laughs again, and I consider it wonderful the 
way Joe is able to keep his sense of humour even in such a 
situation as this, although up to this time I always think Joe 
is very daffy indeed about Rosa, who is a little doll, 
weighing maybe 90 pounds with her hat on and quite cute 

Now I judge from what Joe the Joker tells me that 
rankle Ferocious knows Rosa before Joe marries her and is 
always pitching to her when she is singing m the Hot Box, 
and even after she is Joe's ever-loving wife, Frankie 
occasionally calls her up, especially when he commences to 
e a rising citizen of Brooklyn, although of course Joe does 
not learn about these calls until later And about the time 
ran le erocious commences to be a rising citizen of 
Brooklyn things begin breaking a little tough for Joe the 
Joker, what with the depression and all, and he has to 
economize on Rosa in spots, and if there is one thing Rosa 
cannot stand it is being economized on 

fbp W t Joe the Joker gives Frankie Ferocious 

^ citizens state at the time, it is a 

somewFaf^^ starts calling Rosa up more than 

Ijvg --- speaking of what a nice place Brooklyn is to 

Brooklvn t ^ between these boosts for 

takes a suhw Joker s economy, Rosa hauls off and 

him that if ° Hall, leaving Joe a note telling 

'Well lop 'T bke it he knows what he can do " 

to hear of ' to his story, T always hate 

friends bl difficulties among my 

for you ifn best Still, I feelLrry 

soiry for anvbodv ^ wish to feel 

he savs, 'if you can ^or Frankie Ferocious, and/ 

Rosa ' ^ ^ ^*ttle more sorrow, give it to 
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And Joe the Joker laughs very hearty again and starts 
telling me about a little scatter that he has up in Harlem 
where he keeps a chair fixed up with electric wires so he 
can give anybody that sits down in it a nice jolt, which 
sound very humorous to me, at that , especially when Joe 
tells me how they turn on too much juice one night and kill 
Commodore Jake 

Finally Joe says he has to get back to Harlem, but first he 
goes to the telephone in the corner cigar store and calls up 
Mindy's and imitates a doll's voice, and tells Mindy he is 
^®SSy Joyce, or somebody, and orders fifty dozen 
sandwiches sent up at once to an apartment in West 
72nd Street for a birthday party, although of course there is 
no such number as he gives, and nobody there will wish 
fifty dozen sandwiches if there is such a number 
Then Joe gets in his car and starts off, and while he is 
waiting for the traffic lights at Fiftieth Street, 1 see citizens 
on the sidewalks making sudden leaps, and looking around 
very fierce, and I know Joe the Joker is plugging them with 
pellets made out of tin foil, which he fires from a rubber 
band hooked between his thumb and forefinger 
Joe the Joker is very expert with this proposition, and it is 
very funny to see the citizens jump, although once or twice 
in his life Joe makes a miscue and knocks out somebody's 
eye But it is all in fun, and shows you what a wonderful 
sense of humour Joe has 

Well, a few days later I see by the papers where a couple 
'Of Harlem guys Joe the Joker is mobbed up with are found 
done up in sacks over in Brooklyn, very dead indeed, and 
the coppers say it is because they are trying to move in on 
certain business enterprises that belong to nobody but 
Frankie Ferocious But of course the coppers do not say 
Frankie Ferocious puts these guys in the sacks, because in 
the first place Frankie will report them to Headquarters if 
the coppers say such a thing about him, and in the second 
place putting guys in sacks is strictly a St Louis idea and to 
have a guy put in a sack properly you have to send to St 
Louis for experts in this matter 
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Now, putting a guy m a sack is not as easy as it sounds, 
and in fact it takes quite a lot of practice and experience To 
put a guy in a sack properly, you first have to put him to 
sleep, because naturally no guy is going to walk into a sac 
wide awake unless he is a plumb sucker Some people claim 
the best way to put a guy to sleep is to give him a sleeping 
powder of some kind in a drink, but the real experts just tap 
the guy on the noggin with a blackjack, which saves the 
expense of buying the drink 

Anyway, after the guy is asleep, you double him up like a 
pocketknife, and tie a cord or a wire around his neck an 
under his knees Then you put him in a gunny sack, an 
leave him some place, and by and by when the guy wakes 
up and finds himself in the sack, naturally he wants to get 
out and the first thing he does is to try to straighten out his 
knees This pulls the cord around his neck up so tight that 
after a while the guy is all out of breath 

So then when somebody comes along and opens the s^k 
they find the guy dead, and nobody is responsible for this 
unfortunate situation, because aker all the guy really 
commits suicide, because if he does not try to straighten 
out his knees he may live to a ripe old age, if he recovers 
from the tap on the noggin 

Well, a couple of days later I see by the papers where 
three Brooklyn citizens are scragged as they are walking 
peaceably along Clinton Street, the scragging being done 
by some parties in an automobile who seem to have a 
machine gun, and the papers state the citizens are friends 
of Frankie Ferocious, and that it is rumoured the parties 
with the machine gun are from Harlem 

1 judge by this that there is some trouble in Brooklyn, 
especially as about a week after the citizens are scragged m 
Clinton Street, another Harlem guy is found done up m a 
sack like a Virginia ham near Prospect Park, and now who 
IS it but joe the Joker's brother, Freddy, and I know Joe is 
going to be greatly displeased by this 

^^d by it gets so nobody m Brooklyn will open as 
much as a sack of potatoes without first calling in the 
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gendarmes, for fear a pair of No 8 shoes will jump out at 
them 

Now one night I see Joe the Joker, and this time he is all 
alone, and I wish to say I am willing to leave him all alone, 
because something tells me he is hotter than a stove But he 
grabs me as I am going past, so naturally I stop to talk to 
him, and the first thing I say is how sorry I am about his 
brother 

'Well,' Joe the Joker says, 'Freddy is always a kind of a sap 
Rosa calls him up and asks him to come over to Brooklyn to 
see her She wishes to talk to Freddy about getting me to 
give her a divorce,' Joe says, 'so she can marry Frankie 
Ferocious, I suppose Anyway,' he says, 'Freddy tells 
Commodore Jake why he is going to see her Freddy always 
likes Rosa, and thinks maybe he can patch it up between us 
So,' Joe says, 'he winds up in a sack They get him after he 
leaves her apartment I do not claim Rosa will ask him to 
come over if she has any idea he will be sacked,' Joe says, 
but,' he says, 'she is responsible She is a bad-luck doll ' 

Then he starts to laugh, and at first I am greatly 
horrified, thinking it is because something about Freddy 
being sacked strikes his sense of humour, when he says to 
nie, like this 

Say,' he says, 'I am going to play a wonderful joke on 
Frankie Ferocious ' 

'Well, Joe,' I say, 'you are not asking me for advice, but I 
3ni going to give you some free, gratis, and for nothing Do 
not play any jokes on Frankie Ferocious, as I hear he has no 
wore sense of humour than a nanny goat I hear Frankie 
Ferocious will not laugh if you have A1 Jolson, Eddie 
Cantor, Ed Wynn and Joe Cook telling him jokes all at once 
In fact,' I say, 'I hear he is a tough audience ' 

Oh,' joe the Joker says, 'he must have some sense of 
humour somewhere to stand for Rosa I hear he is daffy 
about her In fact, I understand she is the only person in the 
World he really likes, and trusts But I must play a joke on 
nim I am" going to have myself delivered to Frankie 
reronous in a sack ' 
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Well, of course I have to laugh at this myself, and Joe the 
Joker laughs with me Personally, I am laughing just at the 
idea of anybody having themselves delivered to Frankie 
erocious in a sack, and especially Joe the Joker, but of 
course I have no idea Joe really means what he says 

f finally 'A guy from St Louis who is a 

rien o mine is doing most of the sacking for Frankie 
Ferocious His name is Ropes McGonnigle In fact,' Joe 
says he is a very dear old pal of mine, and he has a 
wonderful sense of humour like me Ropes McGonnigle 
nas nothing whatever to do with sacking Freddy,' Joe says, 
an e is "v^ry indignant about it since he finds out Freddy 
Fr^kie^^^ anxious to help me play a joke on 

o says, 'Frankie Ferocious sends for 

if 11 1^ appreciate it as a special favour 

'thaf^Fr c ^ ^ suppose,' Joe says, 

bnim J f hi hears from Rosa what Freddy is 

strirt ^ about my ideas on divorce I have very 
concernpd^ 'especially where Rosa is 

and Frankip ^ l ^^^^"^s-this before I ever do her 

'Anvwa V ' T ^ favour as giving her a divorce 

Fratep'^^..^^" ^Ropes tills me about 

to FrankiP ? him, so I send Ropes back 

S-ookTvn I -ni lo be in 

Frankie that hp furthermore. Ropes tells 

wiuTjoe says time And so he 

delivered to Frankll^F ^ percentage in being 

can make Soh because as near as I 

future for ahuv in " i ^ the papers, there is no 

)f^kat I cannot hgule^^ourh^ Frankie Ferocious 

f^rankie comes m ' where the joke on 

hands I w'rLve a 7 K'^‘l‘"°‘‘’"‘‘<=‘''^''d>"eachofmy 
V® 3 John Roscoe, so when the sack is 
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delivered to Frankie Ferocious and I pop out blasting away, 
can you not imagine his astonishment?' 

Well, I can imagine this, all right In fact when I get to 
thinking of the look of surprise that is bound to come to 
Frankie Ferocious's face when Joe the Joker comes out of 
the sack I have to laugh, and Joe the Joker laughs right 
along with me 

'Of course,' Joe says, 'Ropes McGonnigle will be there to 
start blasting with me, in case Frankie Ferocious happens 
to have any company ' 

Then Joe the Joker goes on up the street, leaving me still 
laughing, from thinking of how amazed Frankie Ferocious 
will be when Joe bounces out of the sack and starts 
throwing slugs around and about I do not hear of Joe from 
that time to this, but I hear the rest of the story from very 
reliable parties 

It seems that Ropes McGonnigle does not deliver the 
sack himself, after all, but sends it by an expressman to 
Frankie Ferocious's home Frankie Ferocious received 
many sacks such as this in his time, because it seems that it 
's a sort of passion with him to personally view the 
contents of the sacks and check up on them before they are 
distributed about the city, and of course Ropes 
McGonnigle knows about this passion from doing so much 
sacking for Frankie 

When the expressman takes the sack into Frankie's 
Ouse, Frankie personally lugs it down into the basement, 
3ud there he outs with a big John Roscoe and fires six shots 
mto the sack, because it seems Ropes McGonnigle tips him 
off to Joe the Joker's plan to pop out of the sack and start 

as a very strange expression on 
1 li, iClUglllllg LllC only laugh anybody ever hears 

Com him when the gendarmes break in and put the arm on 
im for murder, because it seems that when Ropes 
^^^onnigle tells Frankie of Joe the Joker's plan, Frankie 
ells Ropes what he is going to do with his own hands 


'^lasting 

I hear Frankie Ferocious h 

Dan ie 
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before opening the sack Naturally, Ropes speaks to Joe the 
Joker of Frankie's idea about filling the sack full of slugs, 
and Joe's sense of humour comes right out again 

So, bound and gagged, but otherwise as right as ram in 
the sack that is delivered to Frankie Ferocious, is by no 
means Joe the Joker, but Rosa 
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Bince it was generally believed that only men with weak 
: wore beards, no one with a weak chin would wear a 
1 for fear of being thought to have a weak chin, there- 
it could be deduced that anyone who wore a beard had 
:t a strong chin, and in this way Nobbs grew a beard to 
his weak chin Or so Goldwasser believed Altogether 
1 was something about Nobbs that was two-faced — or 
so much two-faced as three-faced, with one face 
hing the other two 

:t's go right back to the beginning,' said Mrs Plushkov 
ning positions, please, everyone ' 
lere was a weary groan Goldwasser felt his crushed 
■tines pack down a little farther 

llicoe,' said Mrs Plushkov to the janitor as they all 
ped outside into the forecourt, 'don't slam the car door 
time until Nobbs is well clear of it Remember, you've 
•even seconds before she — he — Nobbs is supposed to 
u his feet on the pavement Now, is One ready? Let's 
ht from — now ' 

Iicoe stepped forward and opened an imaginary car 
' Nobbs lurched out of the imaginary car 
eady, Nobbs,' said Mrs Plushkov 
,ood afternoon,' said Chiddingfold, and led Nobbs 
>s to the guard of honour of laboratory technicians 
opi' cried Mrs Plushkov 

ere was a general sigh Jellicoe took out a pocket 
Jr and began to examine his moustache Nobbs sat 
'^1 on the edge of the pavement Goldwasser tried to 
^ le part of his weight on to a narrow ornamental 
He knew what the delay was The Conversation 
mittee had gone into emergency session yet again 
'“ would be discussing whether Chiddingfold should be 
to elaborate his greeting with a few conversational 
rks There was a faction which favoured the 
^ tor's making some comment on the weather There 
' 'nother faction which felt that any comment on the 
\,,ier would present difficulties in timing, since the 
text could not be decided upon until the day, and that 


i 
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own to the last second Butit was not easy The 'Balmoral' 
jewelled switch, the gas-fired golden taper, 
thp F ^ equipment had not yet arrived from 

qfill eremonial Supply Company, and there was 

wing Itself The 

un£;;?fT?f ^ f ^ Were replaced by a variety of more or less 
offirip] ^ substitutes and hypotheses, as were all the 

dav ^ would have to be shaken on the 

Macinfr>cl?^^u^^ senior staff, like Nunn and 

with wFp ° ii^pressive enough not to be argued 

Ae sak/nf 7 So, for 

Nunn an,^ Vulgunan, Riddle was 

Plushkov h;i^ f Macintosh, which meant that 
Mdi^e hid to bpV Goldwasser No, 

was Goldwassel?^^ dwasser, and or was it Rowe who 

Pi'inapl^!^ everyone was clear was that the 

by Nobbs He wllno^a^Sf supplied 

3 willing one u„. 

UnderstudC. had Committee for 

spare someonp fn Heads of Departments to 

before anyone else coul?t'h?nk‘^'^^''" 

bad enough to''ha7p'Tj^lfu®^ generosity It was 
humping his resen if I ^bout the laboratory all day, 

forth, catching the ^ °^dl-articulated bones back and 
knocking them desks with his thighs and 

shaking Nobbs's limn U spend his days 

h.m 'Ma'ams waa w7'‘ 

;r°"eon,Goldwasserbecamt^^^ ^ rehearsals 

the hand's remarF^Fl , ^^^^‘^^^^singly concerned about 
^“WtelUtwasnotexac'r'’"""" « Goldwasser 

his hand hmp when Hp bmpness Nobbs kept 

‘bat the firm grasp he because he had read 

the impression of as an adolescent to 

affectation designed tn character was merely an 

character But then Nobb^ , impression of a strong 

ore a beard because he had read 
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that since it was generally believed that only men with weak 
chins wore beards, no one with a weak chin would wear a 
beard for fear of being thought to have a weak chin, there- 
fore, it could be deduced that anyone who wore a beard had 
in fact a strong chin, and in this way Nobbs grew a beard to 
hide his weak chin Or so Goldwasser believed Altogether 
there was something about Nobbs that was two-faced — or 
not so much two-faced as three-faced, with one face 
watching the other two 

'Let's go right back to the beginning,' said Mrs Plushkov 
Opening positions, please, everyone ' 

There was a weary groan Goldwasser felt his crushed 
intestines pack down a little farther 
'Jellicoe,' said Mrs Plushkov to the janitor as they all 
trooped outside into the forecourt, 'don't slam the car door 
this time until Nobbs is well clear of it Remember, you've 
got seven seconds before she — he — Nobbs is supposed to 
he on his feet on the pavement Now, is One ready^ Let's 
take It from — now ' 

Jellicoe stepped forward and opened an imaginary car 
door Nobbs lurched out of the imaginary car 
Steady, Nobbs,' said Mrs Plushkov 
Good afternoon,' said Chiddingfold, and led Nobbs 
across to the guard of honour of laboratory technicians 
Stop'' cried Mrs Plushkov 

There was a general sigh Jellicoe took out a pocket 
mirror and began to examine his moustache Nobbs sat 
down on the edge of the pavement Goldwasser tried to 
Snuffle part of his weight on to a narrow ornamental 
ledge He knew what the delay was The Conversation 
Committee had gone into emergency session yet again 
They would be discussing whether Chiddingfold should be 
usked to elaborate his greeting with a few conversational 
remarks There was a faction which favoured the 
Director's making some comment on the weather There 
"■as another faction which felt that any comment on the 
'veather would present difficulties in timing, since the 
'^'sact text could not be decided upon until the day, and that 
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some remark about the royal car would be preferable 'How 
many miles to the gallon do you get out of her, ma'am^'was 
thought to be the most generally acceptable. But finally the 
committee would face up to the impossibility of putting 
any of this to Chiddmgfold, and would vote to postpone a 
decision until the next meeting Goldwasser gazed 
hopelessly at a patch of ground about one foot square just 
in front of his shoes 


Lets go on again, please,' cried Mrs Plushkov 'From 
where we stopped ' 

Nobbs shambled across to the guard of honour of 
laboratory technicians 

For inspection,' shouted the Senior Laboratory Tech- 
nician, port — slide rules^' 


'Up, two, three,' called Mrs Plushkov 'In, two, three 
very ragged ' 

Nobbs barged along the ranks, treading on the right 

mar er s toe, and knocking another man's slide rule out of 
his hands 


'Steady, Nobbs,' said Mrs Plushkov 

cursors* shouted the Senior Laboratory Tech- 
nician 

under,' said Mrs Plushkov 'You wen 
cutting the corners, Nobbs ' 

a l^umber^ across to the foot of the steps, receivec 

for bv^M' Chiddingfold's small daughter, deputized 

assemblpH ^ f reeled on into the lobby to meet the 

assemb ed staff and guests ^ 

around 'Nomenclature Committee 

Nom°^ndature r "Samst a wall The 
heaTted 1 " I Comm.tteee was his fault In a hght- 

Nobbs'YourMaiestv^m^'l,!’® suggested that calling 

act of sedition airl ^ speaking constitute an 

urgently debated tbm T question was being 

Almost"et™^^^^^ thirty-seven committees 

could be put upon t4 ^ j seditious interpretation 

ge, and that to continue using it 
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might open the Institute to the possibility of prosecution or 
blackmail But the practical problem was what to call Nobbs 
if not Her Majesty It would be ridiculous, everyone said, to 
expect people to bow and curtsy to him and call him Nobbs 
The original smile had scarcely faded from Goldwasser s 
face before the Nomenclature Committee had been set up, 
to compose a formula which would both command respect 
and correspond more closely to the realities of Nobbs's 
situation Various working parties and study groups had so 
far produced 

Your Humility 
Your Servitude 
Your Ordinariness 
Your Humanity 
Your Anonymity 
Your Proxyship 
Your Beardedness 
Your Nobbs -- 

Your Principal Research Assistantship 
Once more, Goldwasser knew, the decision would have 
to be postponed 

Carry on from where we were,' shouted Mrs Plushkov 
Go on calling Nobbs "Your Majesty" for to-day Let me 
once again ask everyone to use his discretion, and not to 
talk about this outside the Institute ' 

Hands were shaken, at five seconds per hand, then off 
went everyone on the tour of the establishment, at two 
eet per second Into a department Meet typical Research 
Assistant (Grade One) and look at typical computer (12 
seconds) Ask typical question about computer (say, 5 
Seconds) Get typical answer (15 seconds) Express 
3p^ec\ation of work done (say, 4 seconds) 

On down corridor, at two feet per second, up stairs at 
wo seconds per stair, and into next department Meet 
ypical Research Assistant (Grade Two) and ask typical 
personal question (say, 10 seconds) Get typically modest 
^ second) Comment on pleasantness of view out 
Window (say, 5 seconds) Deputy-Director explains how 
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fortunate Institute is in this respect (31 seconds). Adds 
polite joke (3 seconds) Laughter (26 seconds) Public 
amazement at how informal and charming Nobbs is (4 
seconds) Out, striking ill-articulated Nobbs thigh against 
table and bringing down three files, a bottle of ink, and 140 
loose sheets of foolscap manuscript Recriminations all 
round (20 minutes) 

For Goldwasser the afternoon began to go by in a dream 

u momentarily when he was caught a 
sharp blow on the side of the head with a window-pole 
being used as a substitute for the golden taper to 
4 . 1 ^ T ^ j j undying remembrance to those who fell in 
1 ^ u j L another point he was conscious of a 

imp an ^mg thrust authoritatively into his, and a well- 
known voice saying 'Wakey wakey, mate ' And there were 
a tew moments of wonderful sitting down when the 

Committee met to consider once again 
whether time should be allowed for Nobbs to powder his 

for and Rowe, deputizing 

far insfallprl showing Nobbs all the equipment so 

number nf consisted of several office tables and a 

conscious of wa7Ro^s°readl^*off'a"’® Goldvnssser was 

vertical columnar plane surface maintained by four 

in the laboratort '"hich we call legs The tables 

anywhe'rrin 

for the Nahona? Anthem standing up 

the floor, sprawling face rlrr ^ to be lying on 

ness Nunn who was Icpp ^^'^ards with great casual- 
aspects from a discreet disfa^ various security 

case against Goldwasser was'l^^' was not surprised The 
would be m no posibnn f ^ already, he 

^^^Nahonal Anthem on^th^rv feelings about 

Nunn was really worrying about now was Nobbs's 
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thighs The more he saw of them in action the less he liked 
them Were they a secret weapon in the pay of 
Goldwasser? They didn't appear to be in the pay of Nobbs 
He watched them intently as they knocked things off desks 
and split chairs they came up against They appeared to 
pursue their programme of sabotage and disruption quite 
independently of Nobbs 

Of course, they might be unconscious agents of 
Goldwasser's It was possible that Nobbs had been 
brainwashed by Goldwasser without knowing about it 
But then so might anyone else in the room Such things 
could happen Nobody who was in security was likely to 
underestimate what could be done these days with 
brainwashing techniques For all Nunn knew, he might 
have been brainwashed himself He might well be an 
unconscious agent of Goldwasser's His whole campaign 
against Goldwasser might be the result of a post-hypnotic 
suggestion implanted by Goldwasser himself Indeed, his 
very realization that he might be acting under Gold- 
wasser's orders, even as Goldwasser took his ease down 
there on the floor, might itself be a response engineered by 
Goldwasser 

As soon as the anthem was over he retired to his room 
and brooded for a long time over a favourite niblick These 
were deep waters he was fishing, and in deep waters, there 
was nothing to do but keep one's eye on the ball and wait 
for an opening He took a nap to dear his head and was 
awakened, greatly refreshed, by the sound of the Director 
collapsing heavily into his chair in the office next door after 
finishing the day's rehearsals The Director, when he went 
m to see him, looked surprisingly old and tired, and Nunn 
spent nearly an hour trying to cheer him up by telling him 
the full medical histones of everyone who had dropped 
dead while running the marathon 
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FOREIGN VISITORS TO our shores, no longer a purely 
seasonal phenomenon but, like cucumbers and globe 
artichokes and pineapples, now so fully available on every 
day of the year that one sometimes tires of them/ nuu 
themselves faced in London by various perplexities For 
example, there is the fact, to which the permanent 
residents are now sadly accustomed, that the most popular 
numbered motor buses travel along, at half-hourly 
intervals, in a communally self-protective pack hke 
wildebeests, nose to tail in clutches of five (I once saw eight 
No 14s, queen of buses, jammed together in Shaftesbury 

Avenue at 2 25 p m , but perhaps they were returning from a 

reunion lunch at a chic Soho pizza parlour, or were on their 
way to a matinee) There is also the fact that, unless 
humans open their mouths to speak, it is no longer possible 
to tell, from the clothes they are wearing, which person is 
what A camouflage of general subfusc and dirty-jeaned 
drabness covers everybody and we merge into the 
background The French, tremendous snobs despite that 
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rather showy and ostentatious Revolution, are for ever 
peering about for les milords anglais whom they still imagine 
to be bowling along m their Rolls and shrieking insults 
('Cow'' 'Villain'') at the chauffeur down a gold-plated 
speaking-tube, little realizing that that shifty, down-at- 
heels creature beside them in the bus queue is either a 
milord or just a lord, off to pocket his daily attendance fee at 
the House 

Then there is the question of surnames Although 
brought up m their foreign schools and led, in their English 
language lessons, to think that every other British person 
IS called either Smith or Brown ('Qite fait Madame Smith^"She 
IS steaming her pudding ' Wns machl Frau Broion^ 'She is 
making jokes and laughing "Ho ho" '), the evidence of their 
eyes on hoardings and walls, on the backs of bus seats and 
chalked on pavements, tells them otherwise I am 
speaking, of course, of the extensive Wanks family, ever 
anxious to leave behind them proof that they, or one of 
their close friends, has been present On entering an 
underground station, it is m no way surprising to see, 
scratched up in the passage-way that leads trackwards, the 
proud names of Les Wanks, Stan Wanks and Rod Wanks 
Sometimes just initials are used — P H Wanks, N R 
Wanks Occasionally there is a generous measure of 
admiration and praise for the entire, and predominately 
male, family ('There's nothing like a few good Wanks') 
Once again, the poor Frogs find themselves baffled {'Quisont 
ces Wanks'^') The bearers of this name are, I incline to think, 
not from the upper-crust and they tend to favour 
shortened Christian names with rather a lower-crust lilt to 
them — Len, Perce, Sid I have yet to see any mention of 
Peregrine Wanks, Jocelyn Wanks or Osbert Wanks Perhaps 
I don't go to the right walls 

There is one perplexity which will not at once offer itself 
as such to foreign visitors To be aware of it one needs to 
have been frequently resident in the capital It concerns 
pigeons In the thousands of miles that I have walked and 
hours that 1 have spent and years that I have lived in 
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London, I have never once seen a dead pigeon, apart from 
those served up on a plate, partly disguised by Ics legumes 
and masquerading as poulel, in wartime restaurants But 
among the millions of pigeons that exist in London, many 
thousands must daily die Where, then, do they do it^ 
Certainly not on streets or pavements, nor do they come 
plopping lifelessly out of the sky onto one's nut. Have they 
I wonder, like elephants, some secret, secluded haunt 
(screened-off section of the Mansion House roof^ A 
disused ventilator shaft at what was dear old Pontings^) 
known to them all and to which, at the approach of the 
dread hour, they flap and, in messy roof-top confusion, 
turn up their pigeon toes? And what then, there being no 
vultures (none with wings, anyhow) hereabouts to tidy 
them up and pick the bones clean? 

I peered about for dead pigeons (no dice) on my way 

t rough St James s P ark, bound for St James's Palace to see, 

on view as I write, the representative display of gifts 

lavished on the Queen at her jolly Silver Jubilee Well 

aware that many NS readers are territorially denied these 

reats, bring from time to time, as you know, news of such 

ma ers, m this case m fuller detail than m a recent 

reterence in these pages and for those who missed BBC-2's 

again are perplexities galore for 

^^^ue was stiff with them) who, from some 

^ of Her Majesty's 

necklar^^ example, does she get up to with a 

i ^ (which I takl to be the 

bederlcPft w rather than a nature-lover's foliage- 

cows) anH ybouse from which secretly to observe 

Club (ran badge of a Welsh Trampoline 

sovereign bn rumpus-room with the 

can overseaq^ healthfully up and down?) Then what 

recipient herspiT ui°^ speak of ourselves or the 

fashioned from f' make of two miniature chairs 

tinsel sash an felt donkey, a 

sash, an 18th-century pewter syringe (This may 
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hurt you a little'), a carving of two Maoris kissing and a 
large sago pot? 

Members of the royal family clearly have little time for 
reading, even if their inclinations actually led that way, and 
therefore, as the donors obviously realized, almost any 
book comes as a delightful novelty One can picture the 
unfamiliar objects being passed excitedly from hand to 
hand at breakfast, and striking passages read out Certain 
of the volumes presented lend themselves admirably to 
this treatment — History of Sidcitp Cricket Club, Caring for Textiles 
and East Gwilltambury in the 19th Century Purely visual 
pleasures have not been neglected and photographs and 
paintings have come pouring in During that spare five 
minutes before the next Ambassador presents his 
credentials (and whatever can they be? Do they ever forget 
them? 'Where are your credentials?'). Her Majesty can feast 
her eyes on Sherwood Forest, an oil platform, the 
Ilfracombe Corps of Drums, Stockton-on-Tees, 'a picture 
of two people reading The Times’ and Queen Victoria done 
m needlework 

One item I at first found very worrying, 'a Greetings 
telegram in stainless steel' Could this be some new Post 
Office wheeze to bump up the already outrageous price 
('We also have them in burnished gold'), or a clever method 
of preventing them being blown away at the front door as 
you sign for them, in which case telegrams made of lead 
might be even better? However, I now see that this 
extremely unusual gift comes from the Lord Mayor and 
Citizens of Sheffield, clearly advertising home products 
Another item that I don't quite follow comes from 
Members of the Diplomatic Corps, who decided to hand 
over 'a dinner table' (something to put that sago pot on at 
last) How has the Queen been managing hitherto, one 
wonders? Plastic telly-trays perched on her knees? Indeed, 
there are indications, that when donors decide to club 
together, they rather lose their heads — the people of 
Newfoundland (a book containing 300,000 signatures), the 
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Shell Co Ltd (snaps of fireworks)^ the California 
Historical Society ('a printed resolution'). 

What anxious discussions as to a suitable present went 
on, I ask myself, in the Vatican^ I was once in St Peter's 
Square on Easter Day and got blessed, along with a million 
others, by the Pope We appeared to us high up at a very 
non-grand window that looked to belong to a housemaid's 
bedroom One almost expected to sec long black stockings 
hanging out to dry It was a pleasing little ceremony and 
one that our Archbishop, the clergy being so woefully 
uncolourful, might well copy from some attic window in 
Lambeth Palace His Holiness seemed a delightfully 
simple, modest personality and his gift to the Queen is in 
keeping with it Just a bible and a secondhand one at that 
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1 AM REMINDED at this joyous little juncture of when we 
lived in Jersey City, back when I was still very much my 
mother's papoose, still very much a sniffer of her body 
perfumes and a total slave to her kiigel and grteben and 
ruggelech — there was a suicide in our building A fifteen- 
year-old boy named Ronald Nimkin, who had been 
crowned by the women in the building 'Jose Iturbi the 
Second' hanged himself from the shower head in his 
bathroom 'With those golden hands'' the women wailed, 
referring of course to his piano playing — 'With that talent'' 
Followed by, 'You couldn t look for a boy more m love with 
his mother than Ronald'' 

I swear to you, this is not bullshit or a screen memory 
these are the very words these women use The great dark 
operatic themes of human suffering and passion come 
rolling out of those mouths like the prices of Oxydol and 
Del Monte canned corn' My own mother, let me remind 
you, when I returned this past summer from my adventure 
m Europe, greets me over the phone with the following 
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salutation 'Well, how's my lover?' Her lover she calls me, 

while her husband is listening on the other extension! Audit 

never occurs to her, if I'm her lover, who is he, the 
schmegeggy she lives with? No, you don't have to go digging 
where these people are concerned — they wear the old 
unconscious on their sleeves^ 

Mrs Nimkin, weeping in our kitchen. 'Why? Why? Why 
did he do this to us?' Hear? Not what might we have done to 
him, oh no, never that — why did he do this to To us* Who 
would have given our arms and legs to make him happy and 
a famous concert pianist into the bargain! Really, can they 
be this blind? Can people be so abysmally stupid and live 
Do you believe it? Can they actually be equipped with all the 
machinery, a brain, a spinal cord, and the four apertures for 
the ears and eyes — equipment, Mrs Nimkin, nearly as 
impressive as color TV — and still go through life without a 
single clue about the feelings and yearnings of anyone 
other than themselves? Mrs Nimkin, you shit, I remember 
you, I was only six, but I remember you, and what killed 
your Ronald, the concert-piamst-to-be is obvious YOUR 
FUCKING SELFISHNESS AND STUPIDITY' 'All the lessons we 
gave him,' weeps Mrs Nimkin Oh look, look, why do I 
carry on like this? Maybe she means well, surely she 
must — at a time of grief, what can I expect of these simple 
people? It's only because in her misery she doesn't know 
what else to say that she says that God-awful thing about 
all the lessons they gave to somebody who is now a corpse 
What are they, after all, these Jewish women who raised us 
up as children? In Calabria you see their suffering 
counterparts sitting like stones in the churches, swallow- 
ing all that hideous Catholic bullshit, in Calcutta they beg 
m the streets, or if they are lucky, are off somewhere in a 
^^®ld hitched up to a plow Only in America, Rabbi 
olden, do these peasants, our mothers, get their hair dyed 
platinum at the age of sixty, and walk up and down Collins 
Av^ue in Florida m pedalpushers and mink stoles — and 
with opinions on every subject under the sun It Isn't their 
ault they were given a gift like speech — look, if cows could 
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talk, they would say things just as idiotic Yes, yes, maybe 
that's the solution then think of them as cows, who have 
been given the twin miracles of speech and mah-jongg 
Why not be charitable m one's thinking, right. Doctor? 

My favorite detail from the Ronald Nimkin suicide even 
as he IS swinging from the shower head, there is a note 
pinned to the dead young pianist's short-sleeved 
shirt — which is what I remember most about Ronald this 
tall emaciated teen-age catatonic, swimming around all by 
himself in those oversized short-sleeved sport shirts, and 
with their lapels starched and ironed back so fiercely they 
looked to have been bulletproofed And Ronald himself, 
every limb strung so tight to his backbone that if you 
touched him, he would probably have begun to 
hum and the fingers, of course, those long white 
grotesqueries, seven knuckles at least before you got down 
to the nicely gnawed nail, those Bela Lugosi hands that my 
mother would tell me — and tell me — and tell me — because 
nothing is ever said once — nothing* — were 'the hands of a 
born pianist' 

Pianist* Oh, that's one of the words they just love, almost 
as much as doctor, Doctor And residency And best of all, his 
own office He opened his own office in Livingston 'Do you 
remember Seymour Schmuck, Alex?' she asks me, or 
Aaron Putz or Howard Shlong, or some yo-yo I am 
supposed to have known in grade school twenty-five years 
ago, and of whom I have no recollection whatsoever Well, 
I met his mother on the street today, and she told me that 
Seymour is now the biggest brain surgeon in the entire 
Western Hemisphere He owns six different split-level 
ranch-type houses made all of fieldstone in Livingston, and 
belongs to the boards of eleven synagogues, all brand-new 
and designed by Marc Kugel, and last year with his wife 
and his two little daughters, who are so beautiful that they 
are already under contract to Metro, and so brilliant that 
they should be in college — he took them all to Europe for an 
*^ighty-milhon-dollar tour of seven thousand countries, 
some of them you never even heard of, that ^hey made 
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them ]ust to honor Seymour, and on top of that, he's so 
important, Seymour, that in every single city in Europe 
that they visited he was asked by the mayor himself to stop 
and do an impossible operation on a brain in hospitals that 
they also built for him right on the spot, and — listen to 
this — where they pumped into the operating room during 
the operation the theme song from Exodus so everybody 
should know what religion he is — and that's how big your 
friend Seymour is to-day^ And how happy he makes Ins parenls^ 
And you, the implication is, when are you going to get 
married already? In Newark and the surrounding suburbs 
this apparently is the question on everybody's lips WHEN IS 
ALEXANDER PORTNOY GOING TO STOP BEING SELFISH AND 
GIVE HIS PARENTS, WHO ARE SUCH WONDERFUL PEOPLE, 
GRANDCHILDREN? 'Well,' says my father, the tears 
brimming up m his eyes, 'well,' he asks, every single hme 1 see 
him, IS there a serious girl in the picture. Big Shot? Excuse 
me for asking. I'm only your father, but since I'm not going 
to be alive forever, and you in case you forgot carry the 

family name, I wonder if maybe you could let me in on the 
secret ' 


Yes, shame, shame, on Alex P , the only member of his 
graduating class who hasn't made grandparents of his 
Mommy and his Daddy While everybody else has been 
marrying nice lewish girls, and having children, and buying 
houses and (my father's phrase) putting down roots, while all 
the other sons have been carrying forward the family 
name, what he has been doing is — chasing cunt And shikse 
u ° boot* Chasing it, sniffing it, lapping it, shtupping it, 
u 3. ove all, thinking about it Day and night, at work and on 
.1 ^ ^ thirty-three years old and still he is roaming 

^ popping A wonder he hasn't been 

i-u ^ taxicab, given how he makes his way 

Manhattan during the lunch 

pvpr^r Ogling and daydreaming about 

ex ep girl who crossp her legs opposite him m the subway* 

succulpn^^^ himself for speaking not a word to the 
pair of tits that rode twenty-five floors alone 
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With him m an elevator' Then cursing himself for the 
opposite as well' For he has been known to walk up to 
thoroughly respectable-looking girls in the street, and 
despite the fact that since his appearance on Sunday 
morning TV his face is not entirely unknown to an - 
enlightened segment of the public — despite the fact that he 
may be on his way to his current mistress' apartment for 
his dinner — he has been known on one or two occasions to 
mutter, 'Look, would you like to come home with me?' Of 
course she is going to say 'No ' Of course she is going to 
scream, 'Get out of here, you'' or answer curtly, 'I have a 
nice home of my own, thank you, with a husband in it ' 
What IS he doing to himself, this fool' this idiot' this furtive 
fcot/' This sex maniac' He simply cannot — will not — control 
the fires in his putz, the fevers in his brain, the desire 
continually burning within for the new, the wild, the 
unthought-of, and, if you can imagine such a thing, llic 
undrenml-of Where cunt is concerned he lives in a condition 
that has neither diminished nor in any significant way been 
refined from what it was when he was fifteen years old and 
could not get up from his seat in the classroom without 
hiding a hard-on beneath his three-ring notebook Every 
girl he sees turns out (hold your hats) to be carrying around 
between her legs — a real cunt Amazing' Astonishing' Still 
can't get over the fantastic idea that when you are looking 
at a girl, you are looking at somebody who is guaranteed to 
have on her — a cunt' T/iry nil have ciiiils' Right under their 
dresses' Cunts — for fucking' And, Doctor, Your Honor, 
whatever your name is — it seems to make no difference 
how much the poor bastard actuallv gets, for he is 
dreaming about tomorrow's pussy even while pumping 
away at today's' 

Do 1 exaggerate? Am 1 doing myself in only as a clever 
wav of showing off? Or boislmg perhaps? Do I rcallj 
experience this restlessness this horniness as an 
affliction — or as an accomplishment? Both? Could be Or is 
•t onlv a means of e\ ision? Look, at least 1 don't find m\ self 
in my carl) thirties knked into a marriage i\iih sonu 
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nice person whose body has ceased to be of any genuine 
interest to me — at least I don't have to get into bed every 
night with somebody who by and large I fuck out of 
obligation instead of lust I mean, the nightmarish 
depression some people suffer at bedtime On the other 
hand, even I must admit that there is maybe, from a certain 
perspective, something a little depressing about my 
situation, too Of course you can't have everything, or so I 
understand — but the question I am willing to face is have I 
anything? How much longer do I go on conducting these 
experiments with women? How much longer do I go on 
sticking this thing into the holes that come available to 
it — first this hole, then when I tire of this hole, that hole 
over there and so on When will it end? Only why 
should it end* To please a father and mother? To conform 
to the norm? Why on earth should I be so defensive about 
being what was honorably called some years ago, a 
bachelor? After all, that's all this is, you know — bachelor- 
hood So what's the crime? Sexual freedom? In this day and 


age? Why should I bend to the bourgeoisie? Do I ask them 
to bend to me? Maybe I've been touched by the tarbrush of 
Bohemia a little — is that so awful? Whom am I harming 
with my lusts? I don't blackjack the ladies, I don't twist 
arms to get them into bed with me I am, if I may say so, an 
honest and compassionate man, let me tell you, as men go I 
am But why must I explain myself’ Excuse myself’ Why 
must I justify with my Honesty and Compassion my 
desires’ So I have desires — only they're endless Endless’ 
And that, that may not be such a blessing, taking for the 
moment a psychoanalytic point of view But then all the 

unconscious can do anyway, so Freud tells us, is want And 
want nd WANT’ Oh, Freud, do I know’ This one has a nice 
ass, but she talks too much On the other hand, this one 
ere doesn t talk at all, at least not so that she makes any 

1 suck’ What cock know-how’ 

^ honey of a girl, with the softest, pinkest, 
nnUr 1?^^ nipples I have ever drawn between my lips, 
ly she won t go down on me Isn't that odd? And yet— go 
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understand people — it is her pleasure while being boffed to 
have one or the other of my forefingers lodged snugly up 
her anus What a mysterious business it is' The endless 
fascination of these apertures and openings' You see, I just 
can't stop' Or tie myself to anyone I have affairs that last as 
long as a year, a year and a half, months and months of 
love, both tender and voluptuous, but in the end — it is as 
inevitable as death — time marches on and lust peters out 
In the end, I just cannot take that step into marriage But 
why should P Why^ Is there a law saying Alex Portnoy has 
to be somebody's husband and father? Doctor, they can 
stand on the window ledge and threaten to splatter 
themselves on the pavement below, they can pile the 
Seconal to the ceiling — I may have to live for weeks and 
weeks on end in terror of these marriage-bent girls 
throwing themselves beneath the subway tram, but I 
simply cannot, I simply will not, enter into a contract to 
sleep with just one woman for the rest of my days Imagine 
it suppose I were to go ahead and marry A, with her sweet 
tits and so on, what will happen when B appears, whose are 
even sweeter — or, at any rate, newer? Or C, who knows 
how to move her ass in some special way I have never 
experienced, or D, or E, or F I'm trying to be honest with 
you. Doctor — because with sex the human imagination 
runs to Z, and then beyond' Tits and cunts and legs and lips 
and mouths and tongues and assholes' How can 1 give up 
what 1 have never even had, for a girl, who delicious and 
provocative as once she may have been, will inevitably 
grow as familiar to me as a loaf of bread? For love? What 
love? Is that what binds all these couples we know 
together — the ones who even bother to let themselves be 
bound? Isn't it something more like weakness? Isn't it 
rather convenience and apathy and guilt? Isn't it rather 
tear and exhaustion and inertia, gutlessncss plain and 
Simple, far far more than that love' that the marriage 
counselors and the songwriters and the psychotherapists 
3re forever dreaming about? Please, let us not bullshit one 
another about 'love' and its duration Which is why I ask 
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how can I marry someone I 'love^ knowing full well that 
five, SIX, seven years hence I am going to be out on t e 
streets hunting down the fresh new pussy all the whi e 
my devoted wife, who has made me such a lovely hon^/ e 
cetera, bravely suffers her loneliness and rejection^ How 
could I face her terrible tears^ I couldn't How could I face 
my adoring children? And then the divorce, right? The cni 
support The alimony The visitation rights Wonderru 
prospect, just wonderful And as for anybody who kil s 
herself because I prefer not to be blind to the future, wel , 
she IS her worry — she has to be* There is surely no need or 
justification for anybody to threaten suicide just because 
am wise enough to see what frustrations and recrimina- 
tions lie ahead Baby, please, don't howl like that 
please — somebody is going to think you're being strangled 
to death Oh baby (I hear myself pleading, last year, this 
year, every year of my life*), you're going to be all right, 
really, truly you are, you're going to be just fine and dandy 
and much better off, so please, you bitch come back inside 
this room and let me go* 'You* You and your filthy cock*' cries 
the most recently disappointed (and self-appointed) bride- 
to-be, my strange, lanky, and very batty friend, who used 
to earn as much in an hour posing for underwear ads as her 
illiterate father would earn m a week in the coal mines of 
West Virginia 'I thought you were supposed to be a 
superior person, you muff-diving, mother-fucking son of a 
bitch*' This beautiful girl, who has got me all wrong, is 
called The Monkey, a nickname that derives from a little 
perversion she once engaged in shortly before meeting me 
and going on to grander things Doctor, I had never had 
anybody like her in my life, she was the fulfillment of my 
most lascivious adolescent dreams — but marry her, can she 
be serious? You see, for all her preening and perfumes, she 
has a low opinion of herself, and simultaneously — and here 
IS the source of much of our trouble — a ridiculously high 
opinion of me And simultaneously, a very low opinion of 
me* She is one confused Monkey, and. I'm afraid, not too 
veiy bright An intellectual*' she screams 'An educated. 
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spiritual person' You mean, miserable hard-on you, you 
care more about the niggers m Harlem that you don't even 
know, than you do about me, who's been sucking you off 
for a solid year'' Confused, heartbroken, and also out of her 
mind For all this comes to me from the balcony of our hotel 
room in Athens, as I stand in the doorway, suitcases in 
hand, begging her to please come back inside so that I can 
catch a plane out of that place Then the angry little 
manager, all olive oil, mustache, and outraged respect- 
ability, IS running up the staircase waving his arms in the 
air — and so, taking a deep breath, I say, 'Look, you want to 
jump, jump'' and out I go — and the last words I hear have to 
do with the fact that it was only out of love for me ('Love'' 
she screams) that she allowed herself to do the degrading 
things I forced quote unquote upon her 
Which IS not the case. Doctor' Not the case at all' Which 
IS an attempt on this sly bitch's part to break me on the rack 
of guilt — and thus get herself a husband Because at 
twenty-nine that's what she wants, you see — but that does 
not mean, you see, that I have to oblige 'In September, you 
son of a bitch, I am going to be thirty years old'' Correct 
Monkey, correct' Which is precisely why it is you and not 
me who is responsible for your expectations and your 
dreams' Is that clear? You' 'I'll tell the world about you, you 
cold-hearted prick' I'll tell them what a filthy pervert you 
are, and the dirty things you made me do'' 

The cunt' I'm lucky really that I came out of that affair 
alive If I have' 
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YES, YES AND yes* Don't get me wrong, for goodness' sake I 
am heart and soul with you I agree that Man is wickedly 
defrauding the Earth-Mother of her ancient dues by not 
putting back into the soil as much nourishment as he takes 
out And that modern plumbing is, if you like, a running 
sore in the body politic And that municipal incinerators are 
genocidal rather than germicidal And that cremation 
should be made a capital crime And that dust bowls created 
by the greedy plough 

Yes, yes and yes again But' 


Elsie and Roland Hedge — she a book-illustrator, he an 
arc itect with suspect lungs — had been warned against Dr 
bugen Steinpilz. 'He'll bring you no luck,' I told them 'My 
little ringer says so decisively ' 

Q ^sked Elsie indignantly (This was at Brixham, 

ou March 1940 ) 'I suppose you think that 

because of his foreign accent and his beard he must be a 
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'No/ 1 said coldly, 'that point hadn't occurred to me But I 
won't contradict you ' 

The very next day Elsie deliberately picked a 
friendship — I don't like the phrase, but that's what she 
did — with the Doctor, an Alsatian with an American 
passport, who described himself as a Nnturphilosoph, and 
both she and Roland were soon immersed in Steinpilzerei 
up to the nostrils It began when he invited them to lunch 
and gave them cold meat and two rival sets of vegetable 
dishes — potatoes (baked), carrots (creamed), bought fiom 
the local fruiterer, and potatoes (baked) and carrots 
(creamed), grown on compost in his own garden 
The superiority of the latter over the former in 
appearance, size and especially flavour came as an eye- 
opener to Elsie and Roland Yes, and yes, 1 know just how 
they felt Why shouldn't P When 1 visit the market here m 
Palma, I always refuse La Torre potatoes, because they are 
raised for the early English market and therefore reek of 
imported chemical fertilizer Instead I buy Son Sardina 
potatoes, which taste as good as the ones we used to get in 
England fifty years ago The reason is that the Son Sardina 
farmers manure their fields with Palma kitchen-refuse, 
still available by the cartload — this being too backward a 
city to afford effective modern methods of destroying it 
Thus Dr Steinpilz converted the childless and devoted 
couple to the Steinpilz method of composting It did not, as 
a matter of fact, vary greatly from the methods you read 
about in the Gardemng Notes of your favourite national 
newspaper, except that it was far more violent Dr 
Steinpilz had invented a formula for producing extremely 
tierce bacteria, capable (Roland claimed) of breaking down 
an old boot or the family Bible or a torn woollen vest into 
beautiful black humus almost as you watched The formula 
could not be bought, however, and might be communicated 
under oath of secrecy only to members of Eugen Steinpilz 
Fellowship — which I refused to join I won't pretend 
therefore to know the formula myself, but one night I 
overheard Elsie and Roland arguing in their garden as to 
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w ether the planetary influences were favourable, and 
ley also mentioned a ram's horn in which, it seems, a 
coniplicated mixture of triturated animal and vegetable 
products technically called 'the Mother' — was to be 
cooked up I gather also that a bull's foot and a goat's 
pancreas were part of the works, because Mi Pook the 
bu Cher afterwards told me that he had been puzzled by 
Koland s request foi these unusual cuts Milkwort and 
penny-royal and bce-orchid and vetch certainly figured 
among the Mother's herbal ingredients, I recognized these 
ofhee ^ gardening basket Elsie had left at the post 

The Hedges soon had their first compost heap cooking 
away in the garden, which was about the size of a tennis 

mostly of well-kept lawn DrSteinpilz, 
began to haunt the cottage like the 
thp F°n calling on them Then, after 

^ o Prance, Bnxham became a war-zone whence 
II British and our Free French or Free 

h;irf ^ were extruded Consequently Dr Steinpilz 
killed which he did with very bad grace, and was 

sailed harl^ werpool air-raid the day before he should have 
leitr 1 ‘hat was far from closmg the 

Doctor «. J^ust have been in love with the 

Thevtreacti ^^cily Roland had a hero-worship for him 
each called ^ collection of all his esoteric books, 

to reS themT f . ^emi-precous stone, and used 

Then to shn-u each other at meals, in turns 

a random as^e M ^ practical philosophy, not jUst 

they began conm beautiful thoughts about nature, 

way than beforr^he^h Jn T''® 

they used the sods M ‘ ^ “P' course, but 

which they mixed with kitchen waste, 

pigsty, two barrowfu s f'T abandoned 

recreation ground ,n^ “ sodden poplar leaves from the 

over the hedge I cauvht^u^^ Looking 

she turned th^ hungrv 8'®^“ Ti, 

“gry bacteria loose on the heap, and 
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could not repress a premonitory shudder 
So far, not loo bad, perhaps But when serious bombing 
started and food became so scarce that houscw'ives were 
fined for not making over their swill to the national pigs, 
Elsie and Roland grew worried Having already abandoned 
their ordinary sanitary system and built an earth-closet in 
the garden, they non tried to convince neighbours of their 
duty to do the same, even at the risk of catching cold and 
getting spiders down the neck Elsie also sent Roland after 
the slow-moving Red Devon cows as they lurched home 
along the lane at dusk, to rescue the precious droppings 
With a kitchen shovel, while she visited the local ash-dump 
with a packing case mounted on wheels, and collected 
whatever she found there of an organic nature — dead cats, 
old rags, withered flowers, cabbage stalks and such 
household waste as even a national w»artime pig would 
have coughed at She also saved every drop of their bath- 
water for sprinkling the heaps, because it contained, she 
said, valuable animal salts 

The test of a good compost heap, as every illuminate 
knows, IS whether a certain revolting-looking, if beneficial, 
fungus sprouts from it Elsie's heaps were grey with this 
crop, and so hot inside that they could be used for haybox 
cookery; which must have saved her a deal of fuel I call 
them 'Elsie's heaps', because she now considered herself Dr 
Steinpilz's earthly delegate, and loyal Roland did not 
dispute this claim 

A critical stage in the story came during the Blitz It will 
be remembered that trainloads of Londoners, who had 
been evacuated to South Devon when war broke out, 
thereafter de-evacuated and re-evacuated and re-de- 
evacuated themselves, from time to time, in a most 
disorganized fashion Elsie and Roland, as it happened, 
escaped having evacuees billeted on them, because they 
had no spare bedroom, but one night an old naval 
pensioner came knocking at their door and demanded 
lodging for the night Having been burned out of 
Plymouth, where everything was chaos, he had found 
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himself walking away and blundering along in a daze until 

he fetched up here, hungry and dead-beat They gave im 

meal and bedded him on the sofa, but when E sie ca 
down in the morning to fork over the heaps, she foun 
dead of heart-failure 

Roland broke a long silence by coming, i 

embarrassment, to ask my advice Elsie, he sai ' ^ 

decided that it would be wrong to trouble the police a ou 
the case, because the police were so busy these daysman 
the poor old fellow had claimed to possess neither kit no 
km So they'd read the burial service over him and, a g 
removing his belt-buckle, trouser buttons, metal 
case and a bunch of keys, which were irreducible, ha ai 
him reverently in the new compost heap Its ot er 
contents, he added, were. a cartload of waste from t e 
cider-factory, salvaged cow-dung, and several basket u s 
of hedge clippings Had they done wrong^ 

'If you mean "will 1 report you to the Civil Authorities 
the answer is no,' I assured him 'I wasn't looking over t e 
hedge at the relevant hour, and what you tell me is on y 


hearsay ' Roland shambled off satisfied 

The War went on Not only did the Hedges convert t e 
whole garden into serried rows of Eugen Steinpuz 
memorial heaps, leaving no room for planting the potatoes 
or carrots to which the compost had been prospectively 
devoted, but they scavenged the offal from the Bnxham 
fish-market and salvaged the contents of the bin outside 
the surgical ward at the Cottage Hospital Every spring, 
remember Elsie used to pick big bunches of primroses and 
put them straight on the compost, without even a last 
wistful sniff, virgin primroses were supposed to be 


particularly relished by the fierce bacteria 

Here the story becomes a little painful for members, say, 
of a family reading circle, I will soften it as much as possible 
One morning a policeman called on the Hedges with a 


summons, and I happened to see Roland peep anxiously out 
of the bedroom window, but quickly pull his head in again 
The policeman rang and knocked and waited, then tried the 
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back door, and presently went away The summons was for 
a blackout offence, but apparently the Hedges did not 
know this Next morning he called again, and when nobody 
answered, forced thelockof the backdoor They were found 
dead in bed together having taken an overdose of sleeping 
tablets A note on the coverlet ran simply 

Please lay our bodies on the heap nearest the pigsty 
Flowers by request Strew some on the bodies, mixed 
with a little kitchen waste, and then fork the earth 
lightly over 

EH, RH 

George Irks, the new tenant, proposed to grow potatoes 
and dig for victory He hired a cart and began throwing the 
compost into the River Dart, 'not liking the look of them 
toadstools', as he subsequently explained The five 
beautifully clean human skeletons which George unearthed 
in the process were still awaiting identification when the 
War ended 
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THERE WAS ONCE an article in the Observer hy Dr Bronowski 
m which he said that mathematics ought to be taught as a 
language At the time I had fantasies of passages like this 
It is time (the Government)^ up to the situation 

On > 1 issue — — - — . and unless they treat the 

Opposition as = in hammering out a bipartisan policy they 
vyill not get to V our troubles All the omens 2 trouble in 
the Middle East '* 

course that wasnT the idea at all. Years ago I got 
off the mathematics train at Quadratic Equations — a neat, 
^ry httle station with trellis, ivy, roses, a sunlit platform 
ere was just a hint of weirdness now and then — the 

* students, beatniks, peasants 

Uhe Govtrnmenl)^ the Government squared 
> 1 more than one 
= equals 

Vdtr Troubles the root of our troubles 
2. point ttoa recurring 
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Thoii'll come no more 
Never, never, never, nevei, ever, 
or, on my typewriter — 

Necer, neved. lever, nexclm vrevney 

The typewriter knows very well how to mix language 
and mathematics, the resources between A and Z and 1 and 
9, in its own sly way Mine likes to put % instead of the 
letter p How brilliantly this introduces a nuance, a /nssoii of 
chance and doubt into many words that begin so well with 
this confident, explosive consonant* How often is one 
disappointed by a watery ale* How often does some 
much-publicized meeting of statesmen result in the 
signing of something that the typists of both sides know is 
]ust a How many papists one knows* How many 

people praised for their courage are not so much plucky as 
3ust %lucky 

Most of all, is not the most common form of social 
occasion to-day the cocktail y^arty? One always goes 
expecting a real party, but nine times out of ten turns out 
to be a ^4arty, all the people there have some sort of 
connection with the arts such as advertising, films, 
news y4apers — although there is often a real y^ainter or 
two After a few y4ink gins one of the y4ainters makes a 
y^ass at one of those strange silent girls, with long hair and 
sullen yjouting lips, that one always sees at y^arties 
(doubtless he thinks she will be ^/^liable) There may be some 
V 1 1/4, (on my typewriter the capital % is a 1/4)^ as the chief 
guest an M 1/4 , or a fashionable y^reacher (nothing so 
grand as the y4rime Minister, of course Guests like that 
are only at real parties, given by Top y4eople), but at a 
A^rty it IS always difficult to get the interesting guest to 
imse , to y4in him down in an argument, because of the 
yjrattle going on all round 

Of course this isn't mathematical language in Dr 
onows 1 s sense But' you've got to admit it's figurative 

or niathematics for you 1 have an obscure feeling it should be either °jib 
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revulsion But that was just about as much as he could go 
through without getting sick After that he was ready to 
bolt He could relax in the hospiial, since no one there 
expected him to do anything All he was expected to do in 
the hospital was die or get better, and since he was 
perfectly all right to begin with, getting better was easy 
Being in the hospital was better than being over Bologna 
or flying over Avignon with Huple and Dobbs at the 
controls and Snowden dying in back 
There were usually not nearly as many sick people inside 
the hospital as Yossanan saw outside the hospital, and 
ere were generally fewer people inside the hospital who 
were seriously sick There was a much lower death rate 
msi e t e hospital then outside the hospital, and a much 
ea t ler death rate Few people died unnecessarily People 
new a ot more about dying inside the hospital and made 
a much n^ter, more orderly job of it They couldn't 

inside the hospital, but they certainly 
couldn'f^v ehave They had taught her manners They 

IiWp 1 ^ but while she was in she had to act 

in..,! ^ g^ost with delicacy and taste 

ostpnfaf ^ ospital There was none of that crude, ugly 
hosmi-a/^^ so common outside the 

dead man blow up in mid-air like Kraft or the 

blazinp <si ossarian's tent, or freeze to death in the 
after Snowden had frozen to death 

plane ^ ^ secret to Yossanan in the back of the 

'T^ere^^tW^'^N/^ whimpered 'Tm cold ' 

'There, there ' ^^d tried to comfort him 

way Qevinppr weirdly inside a cloud the 

and clotted matter TK ^ explode into blood 

hghtnine manplorl u didn't drown or get struck by 
They didn't set or crushed in landslides 

m rapes, stabbed fn hold-ups, strangled to death 

with axes by parents u bludgeoned to death 

oy parents or children or die summarily by some 
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Other act of God Nobody choked to death People bled to 
death like gentlemen m an operating room or expired 
without comment in an oxygen tent There was none of 
that tricky now-you-see-me-now-you-don't business so 
much in vogue outside the hospital, none of that now-I- 
am-and-now-I-ain't There were no famines or floods 
Children didn't suffocate in cradles or iceboxes or fall 
under trucks No one was beaten to death People didn't 
stick their heads into ovens with the gas on, jump in front 
of subway trains or come plummeting like dead weights 
out of hotel windows with a whoosh', accelerating at the rate 
of sixteen feet per second to land with a hideous plop' on the 
sidewalk and die disgustingly there in public like an alpaca 
sack full of hairy strawberry ice cream, bleeding, pink toes 
awry 

All things considered, Yossarian often preferred the 
hospital, even though it had its faults The help tended to 
be officious, the rules, if heeded, restrictive, and the 
management meddlesome Since sick people were apt to be 
present, he could not always depend on a lively young 
crowd in the same ward with him, and the entertainment 
was not always good He was forced to admit that the 
hospitals had altered steadily for the worse as the war 
continued and one moved closer to the battlefront, the 
deterioration in the quality of the guests becoming most 
marked within the combat zone itself where the effects of 
booming wartime conditions were apt to make themselves 
conspicuous immediately The people got sicker and sicker 
the deeper he moved into combat, until finallv in the 
hospital that last time there had been the soldier in white, 
who could not have been any sicker without being dead, 
3rid he soon was 

The soldier m white was constructed entirely of gauze, 
plaster and a thermometer, and the thermometer \ as 
merely an adornment left balanced in the empt\ dark hole 
m the bandages over his mouth early each morning and late 
each afternoon by Nurse Cramer and Nurse Duckett right 
I'P to the afternoon Nurse Cramer read the thermometer 
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and discovered he was dead Now that Yossarian looked 
back, it seemed that Nurse Cramer, rather than t e 
talkative Texan, had murdered the soldier in white, irs ^ 
had not read the thermometer and reported what she ha 
found, the soldier in white might still be lying there alive 
exactly as he had been lying there all along, encased from 
head to toe in plaster and gauze with both strange, ng) 
legs elevated from the hips and both strange arms strung 
up perpendicularly, all four bulky limbs in casts, all four 
strange useless limbs hoisted up in the air by taut wire 
cables and fantastically long lead weights suspended darkly 
above him Lying there that way might not have been 
much of a life, but it was all the life he had, and the decision 
to terminate it, Yossarian felt, should hardly have been 
Nurse Cramer's 

The soldier in white was like an unrolled bandage with a 
hole in it or like a broken block of stone in a harbor with a 
crooked zinc pipe jutting out The other patients in the 
ward, all but the Texan, shrank from him with a 
tenderhearted aversion from the moment they set eyes on 
him the morning after the night he had been sneaked in 
They gathered soberly in the farthest recess of the ward 
and gossiped about him m malicious, offended undertone^ 
rebelling against his presence as a ghastly imposition and 
resenting him malevolently for the nauseating truth of 
which he was bright reminder They shared a common 
dread that he would begin moaning 

I don t know what I'll do if he does begin moaning,^ the 
dashing young fighter pilot with the golden mustache had 
grieved forlornly 'It means he'll moan during the night, 
too, because he won't be able to tell time ' 

No sound at all came from the soldier in white all the 
time he was there The ragged round hole over his mouth 
was deep and jet black and showed no sign of lip, teeth, 
palate or tongue The only one who ever came close 
enough to look was the affable Texan, who came close 
enough several times a day to chat with him about more 
\oles for the decent folk, opening each conversation with 
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the same unvarying greeting 'What do you say, fella? How 
you coming along?' The rest of the men avoided them both 
m their regulation maroon corduroy bathrobes and 
unraveling flannel pajamas, wondering gloomily who the 
soldier in white was, why he was there and what he was 
really like inside 

'He's all right, I tell you,' the Texan would report back to 
them encouragingly after each of his social visits 'Deep 
down inside he's really a regular guy He's just feeling a 
little shy and insecure now because he doesn't know 
anybody here and can't talk Why don't you all just step 
right up to him and introduce yourselves? He won't hurt 
you ' 

'What the goddam hell are you talking about?' Dunbar 
demanded 'Does he even know what you're talking 
about?' 

'Sure he knows what I'm talking about He's not stupid 
There ain't nothing wrong with him ' 

'Can he hear you?' 

'Well, I don't know if he can hear me or not, but I'm sure 
he^ knows what I'm talking about ' 

Does that hole over his mouth ever move?' 

'Now, what kind of crazy question is that?' the Texan 
asked uneasily 

'How can you tell if he's breathing if it never moves?' 
'How can you tell it's a he?' 

Does he have pads over his eyes underneath that 
bandage over his face?' 

'Does he ever wiggle his toes or move the tips of his 
fingers?' 

The Texan backed away in mounting confusion 'Now, 
what kind of a crazy question is that? You fellas must all be 
crazy or something Why don't you just walk right up to 
him and get acquainted? He's a real nice guy, I tell you ' 
The soldier in white was more like a stuffed and sterilized 
^ummy than a real nice guy Nurse Duckett and Nurse 
j-camer kept him spick-and-span They brushed his 
bandages often with a whiskbroom and scrubbed the 
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plaster casts on his arms, legs, shoulders, chest an ^ ^ , 
with soapy water Working with a round tin ot met 
polish, they waxed a dim gloss on the dull zinc pipe 
from the cement on his groin With damp dish towe ® ? 

wiped the dust several times a day from the slim 
rubber tubes leading in and out of him to the 
stoppered jars, one of them, hanging on a post esi 
bed, dripping fluid into his arm constantly throu^ a s i 
the bandages while the other, almost out of sight on 
floor, drained the fluid away through the 
from his groin Both young nurses polished the g 
unceasingly They were proud of their housewor 
more solicitous of the two was Nurse Cramer, a s ape ^ 
pretty sexless girl with a wholesome unattractive ace 
Nurse Cramer had a cute nose and a radiant, ^ 
complexion dotted with fetching sprays of 
freckles that Yossarian detested She was touched 
deeply by the soldier in white Her virtuous, pale- u / 
saucerlike eyes flooded with leviathan tears on unexpec e 
occasions and made Yossarian mad , 

'How the hell do you know he's even in there^ he as e 

'Don't you dare talk to me that way*' she replied 
indignantly ^ 

'Well, how do you? You don't even know if its rea y 
him ' 


'Who?' 

'Whoever's supposed to be in all those bandages You 
might really be weeping for somebody else How do you 
know he's even alive?' 

'What a terrible thing to say*' Nurse Cramer exclaimed 
'Now, you get right into bed and stop making jokes about 
him ' 

'I'm not making jokes Anybody might be in there For al 
we know, it might even be Mudd ' 

'What are you talking about?' Nurse Cramer pleaded 
with him in a quavering voice 

Maybe that's where the dead man is ' 
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'What dead man?' 

'I've got a dead man in my tent that nobody can throw 
out His name is Mudd ' 

Nurse Cramer's face blanched and she turned to Dunbar 
desperately for aid 'Make him stop saying things like that/ 
she begged 

'Maybe there's no one inside/ Dunbar suggested 
helpfully 'Maybe they just sent the bandages here for a 
joke ' 

She stepped away from Dunbar in alarm 'You're crazy/ 
she cried, glancing about imploringly 'You're both crazy ' 
Nurse Duckett showed up then and chased them all back 
to their own beds while Nurse Cramer changed the 
stoppered jars for the soldier in white Changing the jars 
for the soldier in white was no trouble at all, since the same 
clear fluid was dripped back inside him over and over again 
With no apparent loss When the jar feeding the inside of 
his elbow was just about empty, the jar on the floor was 
just about full, and the two were simply uncoupled from 
their respective hoses and reversed quickly so that the 
liquid could be dripped right back into him Changing the 
jars Was no trouble to anyone but the men who watched 
them changed every hour or so and were baffled by the 
procedure 

Why can't they hook the two jars up to each other and 
^iminate the middleman?' the artillery captain with whom 
Yossanan had stopped playing chess inquired 'What the 
hell do they need him for?' 

I wonder what he did to deserve it,' the warrant officer 
With malaria and a mosquito bite on his ass lamented after 
Nurse Cramer had read her thermometer and discovered 
that the soldier m white was dead 

He went to war,' the fighter pilot with the golden 
n^ustache surmised 

We all went to war,' Dunbar countered 

That s what I mean,' the warrant officer with malaria 
continued 'Why him? There just doesn't seem to be any 
‘Ogic to this system of rewards and punishment Look what 
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happened to me If I had gotten syphillis or a dose of clap for 
my five minutes of passion on the beach instead of this 
damned mosquito bite, I could see some justice But malaria? 
Malaria^ Who can explain malaria as a consequence of 
fornication?' The warrant officer shook his head in numb 
astonishment 

'What about me?' Yossarian said 'I stepped out of my 
tent in Marrakech one night to get a bar of candy and 
caught your dose of clap when that Wac I never even saw 
before hissed me into the bushes All I really wanted was a 
bar of candy, but who could turn it down?' 

That sounds like my dose of clap, all right,' the warrant 
officer agreed 'But I've still got somebody else's malaria 
Just for once I'd like to see all these things sort of 
straightened out, with each person getting exactly what he 
deserves It might give me some confidence in this 
universe ' 


I ve got somebody else's three hundred thousand 
dollars, the dashing young fighter captain with the golden 
mustache admitted 'I've been goofing off since the day I 
was born I cheated my way through prep school and 
college, and just about all I've been doing ever since is 
shacking up with pretty girls who think I'd make a good 
husband I ve got no ambition at all The only thing I want to 
do after the war is marry some girl who's got more money 
^ ^ biave and shack up with lots more pretty girls The 

t ree hundred thousand bucks was left to me before I was 
orn y a grandfather who made a fortune selling on an 
international scale I know I don't deserve it, but I'll be 
^ back I wonder who it really belongs to 

J^aybe It belongs to my father,' Dunbar conjectured 'He 
pen a i etime at hard work and never could make enough 
° oven send my sister and me through college He's 
dead now so you might as well keep it ' 

^ who my malaria belongs to 

malaria^ VA ^ 8°^ anything against 

anv^J^tr. 1 f ^ soon goldbnck with malaria as with 
8 e se It s only that I feel an injustice has been 
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committed Why should I have somebody else's malaria and 
you have my dose of clap?' 

'I've got more than your dose of clap/Yossarian told him 
'I've got to keep flying combat missions because of that 
dose of yours until they kill me ' 

'That makes it even worse What's the justice in that?' 

I had a friend named Clevmger two and a half weeks ago 
who used to see plenty of justice in it ' 

'It's the highest kind of justice of all/ Clevmger had 
gloated, clapping his hands with a merry laugh 'I can't help 
thinking of the Hippoli/tus of Euripedes, where the early 
licentiousness of Theseus is probably responsible for the 
asceticism of the son that helps bring about the tragedy 
that ruins them all If nothing else, that episode with the 
Wac should teach you the evil of sexual immorality ' 

It teaches me the evil of candy ' 

'Can't you see that you're not exactly without blame for 
the predicament you're in?' Clevmger had continued with 
undisguised relish 'If you hadn't been laid up m the 
hospital with venereal disease for ten days back there in 
Africa, you might have finished your twenty-five missions 
in time to be sent home before Colonel Nevers was killed 
and Colonel Cathcart came to replace him ' 

'And what about you?' Yossarian had replied 'You never 
got clap in Marrakech and you're m the same predicament ' 

'1 don't know,' confessed Clevmger, with a trace of mock 
concern 'I guess I must have done something very bad in 
my time ' 

Do you really believe that?' 

Clevmger laughed 'No, of course not I just like to kid 
you along a little ' 

There were too many dangers for Yossarian to keep 
track of There was Hitler, Mussolini and Tojo, for 
example, and they were all out to kill him There was 
Lieutenant Scheisskopf with his fanaticism for parades and 
there was the bloated colonel with his big fat mustache and 
bis fanaticism for retribution, and they wanted to kill him, 
too There was Appleby, Havermeyer, Black and Korn 
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There was Nurse Cramer and Nui se Duckett, who he was 
almost certain wanted him dead, and there was the Texan 
and the C I D man, about whom he had no doubt There 
were bartenders, bricklayers and bus conductors all over 
the world who wanted him dead, landlords and tenants, 
traitors and patriots, lynchers, leeches and lackeys, 
and they were all out to bump him off That was the 
secret Snowden had spilled to him on the missiori to 
Avignon — they were out to get him, and Snowden ha 
spilled it all over the back of the plane 

There were lymph glands that might do him in There 
were kidneys, nerve sheaths and corpuscles There were 
tumors of the brain There was Hodgkin's disease, 
leukemia, amyotropical lateral sclerosis There was fertile 
red meadows of epithelial tissue to catch and coddle a 
cancer cell There were diseases of the skin, diseases of the 
bone, diseases of the lung, diseases of the stomach, 
diseases of the heart, blood and arteries There were 
diseases of the head, diseases of the neck, diseases of the 
chest, diseases of the intestines, diseases of the crotch 
There even were diseases of the feet There were billions or 
conscientious body cells oxidating away day and night like 
dumb animals at their complicated job of keeping him alive 
and healthy, and every one was a potential traitor and foe 
There were so many diseases that it took a truly diseased 
mind to even think about them as often as he and Hungry 
Joe did 

Hungry Joe collected lists of fatal diseases and arranged 
them in alphabetical order so that he could put his finger 
without delay on any one he wanted to worry about He 
grew very upset whenever he misplaced some or when he 
could not add to his list, and he would go rushing in a cold 
sweat to Doc Daneeka for help 

Give him Ewing's tumor,' Yossanan advised Doc 
who would come to Yossanan for help m 
andling Hungry Joe, 'and follow it up with melanoma 
ungry Joe likes lingering diseases, but he likes the 
ruiminating ones even more ' 
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Doc Daneeka had never heard of either 'How do you 
manage to keep up on so many diseases like that?' he 
inquired with high professional esteem 
'1 learn about them at the hospital when I study the 
Render s Digest ' 

Yossarian had so many ailments to be afraid of that he 
was sometimes tempted to turn himself into the hospital 
foi good and spend the rest of his life stretched out there 
inside an oxygen tent with a batteiy of specialists and 
nurses seated at one side of his bed twenty-four hours a 
day waiting for something to go wrong and at least one 
surgeon with a knife poised at the other, ready to jump 
forward and begin cutting away the moment it became 
necessary Aneurisms, for instance, how else could they 
ever defend him in time against an aneurism of the aorta? 
Yossarian felt much safer inside the hospital than outside 
the hospital, even though he loathed the surgeon and his 
knife as much as he had ever loathed anyone He could start 
screaming inside a hospital and people would at least come 
running to try to help, outside the hospital they would 
throw him in prison if he ever started screaming about all 
the things he felt everyone ought to start screaming about, 
or they would put him in the hospital One of the things he 
wanted to start screaming about was the surgeon's knife 
that was almost certain to be waiting for him and everyone 
else who lived long enough to die He wondered often how 
he would ever recognize the first chill, flush, twinge, ache, 
belch, sneeze, stain, lethargy, vocal slip, loss of balance or 
•apse of memory that would signal the inevitable beginning 
of the inevitable end 

He was afraid also that Doc Daneeka would still refuse to 
help him when he went to him again after jumping out of 
Major Major's office, and he was right 

You think vou've got something to be afraid about?' Doc 
Daneeka demanded, lifting his delicate immaculate dark 
head up from his chest to gaze at Yossarian irasciblv for a 
•Tiomont With lachrymose eyes 'What about me? M\ 
precious medical skills are rusting avvav here on this iousv 
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island while other doctors are cleaning up Do you think 1 
enjoy sitting here day after day refusing to help you 1 
wouldn't mind it so much if I could refuse to help you back 
in the States or in some place like Rome But saying no to 
you here isn't easy for me, either ' 

'Then stop saying no Ground me ' 

'1 can't ground you,' Doc Daneeka mumbled 'How many 
times do you have to be told?' 

'Y es you can Major Major told me you're the only one in 
the squadron who can ground me ' 

Doc Daneeka was stunned 'Major Maj'or told you that 
When?' 

'When I tackled him in the ditch ' 

'Major Major told you that? In a ditch?' 

'He told me in his office after we left the ditch and 
jumped inside He told me not to tell anyone he told me, so 
don't start shooting your mouth off ' 

'Why that dirty, scheming liar*' Doc Daneeka cried 'He 
wasn't supposed to tell anyone Did he tell you how I could 
ground you?' 

'Just by filling out a little slip of paper saying I'm on the 
verge of nervous collapse and sending it to Group Dr 
Stubbs grounds men in his squadron all the time, so why 
can't you?' 

And what happens to the men after Stubbs does ground 
them? Doc Daneeka retorted with a sneer 'They go right 
back on combat status, don't they? And he finds himself 
right up the creek Sure, I can ground you by filling out a 
slip saying you're unfit to fly But there's a catch ' 
'Catch-22?' 

Sure If I take you off combat duty. Group has to 
approve my action, and Group isn't going to They'll put 
^u right back on combat status, and then where will I be? 
On my way to the Pacific Ocean, probably No, thank you 
m not going to take any chances for you ' 

Isn t it worth a try?' Yossanan argued 'What's so hot 
about Pianosa?' 

Pianosa is terrible But it's better than the Pacific Ocean 
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I wouldn't mind being shipped someplace civilized where I 
might pick up a buck or two in abortion money every now 
and then But all they've got in the Pacific is jungles and 
monsoons I'd rot there ' 

'You're rotting here ' 

Doc Daneeka flared up angrily 'Yeah? Well, at least I'm 
going to come out of this war alive, which is a lot more than 
you're going to do ' 

'That's just what I'm trying to tell you, goddammit I'm 
asking you to save my life ' 

'It's not my business to save lives,' Doc Daneeka retorted 
sullenly 

'What IS your business?' 

'I don't know what my business is All they ever told me 
was to uphold the ethics of my profession and never give 
testimony against another physician Listen You think 
you're the only one whose life is in danger? What about 
me? Those two quacks I've got working for me in the 
medical tent still can't find out what's wrong with me ' 
'Maybe it's Ewing's tumor,' Yossarian muttered 
Sarcastically 

'Do you really think so?' Doc Daneeka exclaimed with 
fright 

'Oh, I don't know,' Yossarian answered impatiently 'I 
just know I'm not going to fly any more missions They 
wouldn't really shoot me, would they? I've got fifty-one ' 
Why don't you at least finish the fifty-five before you 
take a stand?' Doc Daneeka advised 'With all your 
bitching, you've never finished a tour of duty even once ' 
How the hell can I? The colonel keeps raising them every 
time I get close ' 

You never finish your missions because you keep 
running into the hospital or going off to Rome You'd be in 
a much stronger position if you had your fifty-five finished 
and then refused to fly Then maybe I'd see what I could 
do ' 

Do you promise?' 

'1 promise ' ^ 
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'What do you promise^' 

'1 promise that maybe I'll think about doing something to 
help if you finish your fifty-five missions and if you get 
McWatt to put my name on his flight log again so that I can 
draw my flight pay without going up in a plane I'm afraid 
of airplanes Did you read about that airplane crash in 
Idaho three weeks ago^ Six people killed It was terrible I 
don't know why they want me to put in four hours' flight 
time every month in order to get my flight pay Don 1 1 
have enough to worry about without worrying about 
being killed in an airplane crash too^' 

'I worry about airplane crashes also/ Yossarian told him 
"You're not the only one ' ^ 

Yeah, but I'm also pretty worried about that Ewing s 
tumor. Doc Daneeka boasted 'Do you think that's why my 
nose IS stuffed all the time and why I always feel so chilly^ 
Take my pulse ' 

Yossarian also worried about Ewing's tumor and 
melanoma Catastrophes were lurking everywhere, too 


numerous to count When he contemplated the many 
diseases and potential accidents threatening him, he was 
positively astounded that he had managed to survive m 
good health for as long as he had It was miraculous Each 
day he faced was another dangerous mission against 
mortality And he had been surviving them for twenty- 
eight years 
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Fntffli/, October 3 1st 

This must be the fourteenth time I have been to Wexford 
The thirteenth? The fifteenth? Just as, at Wexford itself, 
the days and nights blur into each other with less 
distinction made between them than at any other place on 
earth with the exception of Las Vegas, so memories of my 
annual visits have become one extended memory It is not 
just a matter of assigning particular moments to particular 
libe Americans, back home after doing Europe in 
three weeks, unable to agree whether the place with the 
Eiffel Tower was Brussels or London, I have long since 
popped trying to remember which was The Year of the 
^rape-Lady, The Year of the Police Raid, The Year of the 
Disastrous Oberon, The Year There Was No Boat 
But I can remember at once that 1979 was The Year of 
hissing Lemon Juice The Theatre Royal in Wexford 
olds 440, It was completely full that night, so there are, 
allowing for a few who have already died (it is not true, 
hough It might well have been, that some died of laughter 
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now share^ i-n hundred people who 

which the rest nf of their lives, an experience froin 
When the last of ^ now and for ever, is excluded 

although experience will die with us, for 

not an!ye witne^^^^ 

Certainly! am '^^^.^^^^y^oderstand what we felt 

than the facts ^^ese words cannot convey more 

particularly m this^casp pr 
of the whole truth But I 

been descriL^d as^'^no^^^ ^ Ws/«/f>, by Spontini It has 
music and drama murK^' T ^ Normn', since it tells, m 
who betrays her chara^^f 

Callas, but otherwic revived for Maria 

world s leading onpii rarely m the repertoire of the 

business to revivp o ^^^es But it is part of Wexford's 
festivals unjustly neX^ct 

surprised in a most nf ^ ^ have been repeatedly 

interest and pleasure manner to discover much of 

instance, or Prokovim^ ^ 

des Perks (The Year of ft or Bizet's Les Pkheurs 

exception, though evpn ft ^®^®i^^ous Oberon was a notable 
^oduction rather thar. . if ^ l^^^^nse of the terrible 

Grape-Lady was the " ,°f Year of the 

«mchair after a eiganH^I >°'I>n8 m an 

woman m Ireland dronr.o,f f i^be most beautiful 

one, into my mouth grapes, one by 

year m which Mr FlefrNo here Was No Boat was the 
excursion from nearbv M n ^ runs the lunch-cruising 
and therefore not operatin^T^^^^ refitting his vessel 

Police Raid I shall speak mdt^ ^be 

Well, in 1979 it if r ° ^ course ) 
opera consisted of a^plftf for Act I of the 

3 out a foot at the barT^^ over the stage, raised 

footlights This was mearn tn'^^ evenly to the 

I ]n burned thfs^r ^be interior of the 

o like marble, the designer u ^^d therefore 

igner had achieved a convincing 
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alternative by covering the raised stage in Formica But the 
Formica was slippery, to avoid the risk of a performer 
taking a tumble, designer and stage manager had between 
them discovered that an ample sprinkling of lemon juice 
would make the surface sufficiently sticky to provide a 
secure foothold The story now forks, down one road 
there lies the belief that the member of the stage staff 
whose duty it was to sprinkle the lifesaving liquid, and who 
had done so without fail at rehearsal and at the earlier 
performances (this was the last one of the Festival), had 
simply forgotten Down the other branch in the road is a 
much more attractive rumour that the theatre charlady, 
inspecting the premises in the afternoon, had seen to her 
horror and indignation that the stage was covered in the 
remains of some spilt liquid, and, inspired by professional 
pride, had thereupon set to and given it a good scrub and 
polish all over 

The roads now join again, for apart from the superior 
charm of the second version, it makes no difference what 
the explanation was What matters is what happened 
What happened began to happen very early The hero of 
the opera strides on to the stage immediately after the 
curtain has gone up The hero strode, and instantly fell flat 
on his back There was a murmur of sympathy and concern 
trom the audience for his embarrassment and for the 
possibility that he might have been hurt, it was the last 
such sound that was to be heard that night and it was very 
soon to be replaced by sounds of a very different nature 
The hero got to his feet, with considerable difficulty, 
3nd, having slid some way down the stage in falling, 
proceeded to stride up-stage to where he should have been 
lu the first place, he had, of course, gone on singing 
throughout, for the music had not stopped Striding up- 
stage, however, was plainly more difficult than he had 
reckoned on, for every time he took a step and tried to 
ollow It with another, the foot with which he had taken 
he first proceeded to slide down-stage again, swiftly 
ollowed by its companion he may not have known it but 
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embedded firmly in the stage, and it had obviously 
occurred to both mountaineers at once that if they could 
onW reach it it would provide a secure base for their 
subsequent operations, since if they held on to it for dear 
life they would at any rate be safe from any further danger 
of sliding downhill and/or breaking their necks 
It was soon borne in upon them that they had 
undertaken a labour of truly Sisyphean proportions, and 
would have been most heartily pardoned by the audience if 
they had abandoned the librettist's words at this point, and 
fitted to the music instead the old moral verse 

The heights by great men reached and kept, 

Were not attained by sudden flight 
But they, while their companions slept. 

Were toiling upwards in the night 

By this time the audience — all 440 of us — were in a state 
of such abandon with laughter that several of us felt that if 
this were to continue a moment longer we would be in 
danger of doing ourselves a serious internal mischief, little 
did we know that the fun was just beginning, for shortly 
after Mallory and Irvine reached their longed-for goal, the 
chorus entered, and instantly flung themselves en masse into 
a very freely choreographed version of Les Patineurs, albeit 
to the wrong music The heroine herself, the priestess 
Giulia, with a survival instinct strong enough to suggest 
that she would be the one to get close to should any reader 
lines happen to be shipwrecked along with the 
l^exford opera company, skated into the wings and kicked 
her shoes off and then, finding on her return that this had 
hardly improved matters, skated back to the wings and 
'^^^^ved her tights as well 

Now, however, the singing never having stopped for a 
•foment, the chorus had come to the same conclusion as 
ad the hero and his friend, namely that holding on to the 
noly pillar was the only way to remain upright and more or 
css immobile The trouble with this conclusion was that 
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small one, as the r ^ f stage, and it was a 

there would be snm round it, it seemed that 

seeking a hand ^nseemly brawling among those 

impermanence Rv =. m the terrible sea of 

principles of rr> ^ ^ instinctive understanding of the 
matter without j they decided the 

clutched It thospni:. shed, those nearest the pillar 
farther away still rl^f the clutchers, those 

of da.sy-chLn th!. 1 t onhl, m a k.nd 
accommodated across the stage, everybody was 

extended hvsteri;^^^ audience was now one of fully 
ordinary effect— if-cJic having the most extra- 

tion— on the orchestra audience's condi- 

under the staee on] ^ Wexford, the orchestra pit runs 
edge of the pit nearLf ^ players— those at the 

'^ith the conductor— con Irf together, of course, 

stage The rest realized fK ^ '^h^t was happening on the 
w^s going on up there something out of the ordinary 

o '^it if they had nni- ^ '^^nld have been singularly dull 
^ere now slumped on ^^ny members of the audience 
agony of their mirfh ^ j helplessly, in the 

’^"/ford cannot Tefth/T ‘^e orchestra at 

auditorium "‘^Se, it can certainly see the 

theologians tell fU 

are Vernal Perhaps but^ u ^ of the next world 

alas, are tempora r:'’"“i 's that all earthly 

c ™P®® of the more endu" 'fuly, after giving us a 
a*’'®ogthened the dev"''® Heaven that must 

ente 7 "“"version amonr°"‘ f^“h and caused 

came to an unbelievers, the 

h«rd auch che"*^ f‘vat act of the 

In the ^ house and r ^ never before 

atalf ! “’"f“'-e Act H T b“ar again 

With the and forth 'ar '""'"ber of the production 

'be precious nectar, Ind ™l' ^'aS^, sprinkling ,t 

-and we knew that our happiness 
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was at an end But he who, after such happiness, would 
have demanded more, would be greedy indeed, and most of 
us were content to know that, for one crowded half-hour, 
we on honeydew had fed, and drunk the milk of Paradise 
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THE ACTION IN which the Hotel Superbe is endeavourmi 

publicity, to recover damages from 
begun yesterday before Mr JustK 
D?visio?'^'^° ^ Probate and FisherK 

three^Pp^iii^^^ turns on the unorthodox activities c 
Who. visitors to this country—' 

'Mav I Kazbulah interrupted thus 

unorthodox^rcr”'^ lordship's grace, I ob)ect to the wor 
in our rehsion with see-saw There is nothin 

Cocklecarrol ObTerf ®^e-saw is unorthodox ' 
word unorthodov . sustained I was not using 
ei^pert authorifiAc ^J'^iiSious sense It is possible th^ 
the actual method ^ i^ Same of see-saw might describ 
'oyng of The oLTp'°>’\^ V^^r case-I refer to th 
unorthodox ^ belly of one of you— a 
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Riznmuglwn In Persia this form of see-saw is exceedingly 
common, O judge, yes 

Cocklecnrrot But we are here concerned with what you 
were doing in England 
Ashura He is right, O Rizamughan 
Cockiccarrol You must not talk like that in this court lam 
not here to be criticized 
Ashura Not even favourably, O judge? 

There was no reply 

Cocklecarrot then resumed 
'Whether or not the use of the belly — ' 

Foreman of Ihe Jury Mlud, one of our number, a sworn 
juror, Mr Muffler, objects strongly to the public utterance 
of the word belly He suggests that stomach is the word 
Cockleearrol Really, sir, 1 am the best judge of what words 
can or cannot be used in this court 
Rttamughan We have no objection to the word stomach, 
O judge 

Cockleearrol You have not been asked to express any 
opinion, Mr Rizamughan 

Ashura Is not a law court a rendezvous of free expression 
of opinion, O lordship? 

Cockleearrol Certinly not 

Kazbulah But is not your excellency freely expressing his 
opinion? 

Cockleearrol (with angry patience) I happen to be supreme 
here I am, so to speak, above the law I am the law Your 
attitude is contempt of court 
Ashura Oh, yes 
Cockleearrol Yes what? 

Ashura We have great contempt of court 
(Cockleearrol then bowed his head in his hands and Ihere was silence ) 


Mr Justice Cocklecarrot, m another address to the jury, 
said yesterday 

'We have here a case of three grown-up men playing the 
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childish game of see-saw in the lounge of a restaurant, and 
playing it in such an unusual manner that ferrets weie 
loosed apparently without any definite object What we 
have to decide is at what precise moment and to what 
precise extent see-saw played by two Persians seated on a 
plank balanced on the belly of a third, and involving the 
peregrination of ferrets, may be said to contravene any 
accepted code of behaviour, or any written or unwritten 
law of the land There is no precedent for such a case The 
nearest parallel is' the case of Ibstock versus Prancing, in 
which an antique dealer sought to restrain a night- 
watchman from filling the holes on a miniature golf-course 
with diminutive turtles But the cases are not very 
similar — ' At that moment the three Persians cried 
repeatedly, 'Rashmiak'' Nobody knew what they meant, 
and after a hasty consultation with counsel the court rose 
with a bad grace, Cocklecarrot having ordered that the 
meaning of this word should be discovered 


Mr Justice Cocklecarrot continued his fourth address 
today He said 'This case seems to me to fall under two 
headings It is really two cases First, there is the question of 
the see-saw playing in the lounge, and then the question of 
the ferrets I am tempted to say that it is a ferretable maze 
of intrigue—' (Laughter) 

Rizamughan There was no vegetable 
Ashura And no maze 
Kazbulah And no intrigues 

Cockle^rrot You gentlemen must really restrain your- 
selves You are not in Persia now If there are any more of 
ese interruptions I shall have to take the steps which the 
law allows in cases of this nature 

the^cuTpnts^* O lord, this is a court of law, and we are 
Cocklecarrot The defendants 

^s/iKrn Halt, O lord, we are not defendants We are free 
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Cocklecarrot (with weary patience) Your interests are 
being looTced after by your counsel He will speak for you 
when the time comes 

Kazhiilah He will be too late, O lord, thou thyself having 
got at the jury 

Cocklecarrot This is monstrous' Mr Snapdriver, kindly 
keep your clients in order The court will now adjourn for 
twenty minutes The case will then proceed normally — I 
hope 

A pretty girl at the back of the court What a hope' 


The case of the Hotel Superbe v the Filthistan Trio was 
bogged down yesterday for many hours, owing to the 
discovery of a misplaced comma in the Puisne Warrant (ex 
delicto and quasi ex delicto, Post Moselle ergo propter Moselle) The 
Clerk of Arraigns and Torts pointed out that a stay of 
refringement might be granted, as in the case of the 
Burlington Tortoise Farms, Ltd , v Mrs Amber Duckforth 
and Betty the Parrot, but that, if this were so, or not, the 
obligation of wrongful assumption of partial liability would 
fall like a ton of rock on the plaintiffs, slander of title and 
fraudulent competition being assumed in toto wherever 
proven or non-proven unless, howbeit and albeit, collusion 
or collusions could be adduced from the behaviour of those 
who happened to be there at the time of the offence, the 
offence, for present purposes, being assumed to have been 
committed, or to have been about to be committed by some 
parson or parsons unknown 

'Malpractice'' cries the uninstructed reader 

Not necessarily'' retorts the Law, and sends the 
uninstructed reader hotfoot to the famous case of the 
Billericay Bilberry-Canning Syndicate v Heckmondwyke 
Football Accessories, the Bank of Honduras, and Professor 
Felix Burtaway 

There the matter rests at present, as the actress said 
when she smeared the stockbroker's face with decayed 
vegetable refuse 
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Another important technical detail held up the hearing of 
the case yesterday The words fee simple, a term used in 
the Law of Real Property, had crept into the brief of Mr 
Honeyweather Gooseboote There followed a long 
argument as to whether, m the registration of deeds of 
conveyancing, the abstract of title is an abstract of the 
deeds themselves or of public record 

Mr Snapdriver It is immaterial,this case not being 
concerned with a deed of conveyancing 
Mr Goosebooie I yield that point Nevertheless the 
question arises, am I justified in assuming that a term 
which occurs in my brief can be ignored at will — see Vesey 
468 Wodenholme v Cherry-pip 

Cocklecarrot Come, come, Mr Gooseboote, the words fee 
simple in your brief quite clearly refer to some other case 
The Statute de Davis (51 Edw III c 19,1334), dealing with 
tenants in fee tail, by a clerk's error, is precedent enough 
for you Or do you hold it to be sporadic? 

Mr Snapdriver I suggest, Mlud, that livery of seisin covers 
It, as m Mrs Gullet r HMS Contemptible 
Mr Gooseboote But I find in my brief also the apparently 
meaningless phrase 'inter alia' 

Cocklecarrot (sarcastically) Are you sure you have your 

IS the script of a music-hall turn? 
[Loud laughter, fruit-throwing, and cat-calls ) 


^djoumed yesterday owing to an accident ai 
Pooc unforeseen Mr Honeyweathe: 

nvpr f p counsel for the prosecution, while leaning 

thp r^pf ^ Tmkiebury Snapdriver, counsel foi 

to elbow Mr Snapdriver, in trying 

and rnnU ^ got the elbow stuck in his mouth 

walkmo c 'Withdraw it Mr Gooseboote left the court 
Mr Sn^nft^ ^'^ays,with his elbow clamped tightly between 
^uf fW 7"" " the two learned counsel 

purposes the exit, to all intents and 

purposes chained to each other by these unusual bonds, 
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was too much for the public Loud and prolonged laughter 
filled the court for twenty minutes 


Mr Honeyweather Gooseboote today read an appeal from 
his clients, the management of the Hotel Superbe, asking 
whether it would not be possible to do something to 
expedite the hearing of the case Mr Justice Cocklecarrot 
said, 'This is most irregular The law must take its course 
The unfortunate incident of the trapping of one learned 
counsel's elbow in the mouth of another learned counsel has 
held matters up somewhat There have also been technical 
difficulties, and misunderstandings, but — ' 

At that moment a cry rang out Mr Gooseboote, in 
leaning forward to speak to Mr Snapdriver, had somehow 
got the latter's elbow m his mouth again, and was unable to 
dislodge it Officials tugged in vain, and once more the two 
learned counsel had to leave the court, the one sideways, 
and the other chained to him by the imprisoned elbow Mr 
Justice Cocklecarrot said, 'If you two gentlemen cannot 
manage to keep your elbows out of each other's mouths 
you will have to surrender your briefs to less unfortunate 
practitioners Such ludicrous clumsiness can do nothing 
but bring down upon the Law the ridicule of the public 
Press ' 

A doctor was called, and after examining the two 
counsel said that in his opinion the accident was a 
manifestation of certain psychic forces of which medicine 
as yet knew nothing He said it was a clear case of 
Gumford's disease 


The case of the Hotel Superbe v the Filthistan Tno was 
about to continue today — if I may use the word of a case 
which can hardly be said to have begun — when a police 
official, by order of Mr Justice Cocklecarrot, approached 
the two learned counsel, to request them to sit far apart, in 
order to avoid accidents But lielas, it was too late Once 
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more, for the third and presumably lucky time, Mr 
Honeyweather Gooseboote, in bowing to Mr Tinklebury 
Snapdriver, bad got the latter's elbow (including coat- 
sleeve and shirt-sleeve) stuck in his jaws, and was unable to 
dislodge the offending morsel 

There was uproar in the court The fire brigade was 
summoned, and many junior narks heaved and tugged m 
the best Metropolitan Police tug-of-war traditions When 
the fire brigade arrived, expanding ladders were run up/ 
water poured in great volumes all over everything/ 
shrieking women were carried in and out, windows 
smashed with hatchets and ambulance men practised firs 
aid on a half-drowned charwoman Hysterical members o 
the public clambered on to the judge's dias, 
themselves uneasily, and dived on to horse blankets he 
below by a posse of bookies Doubtful characters 'saved 
important documents and bits of furniture, which were 
piled on taxis and driven away into the unknown 

Mr Justice Cocklecarrot then pointed out that there was 
no fire, and the court rose shakily 


Mr HoneyweAther Gooseboote Your name is Kazbulah^ 
Kazbulah O lord, yes, it is my name please 
M.r Gooseboote You must answer yes or no 
Kazbulah Yes or no 

Cocklecarrot The learned counsel means that you must say 
yes or no 

My gracious worship, I did indeed say yes or no 
Mr Tinklebury Snapdriver No, no You must answer either 
yes or no to all questions 

Kazbulah Even so Very well, I say either yes or no to your 

questions, O lord 

Gooseboote Is— your— name Kazbulah? 

a^juni Either yes or no I reply even as bidden, oh, 
please 

mnln J don't really see how the thing can be put 

more clearly to him 
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MrGoosehook Anyhow, we know it's his name It's a mere 
formality — 

Cocklecarrol Mr Gooseboote, you will kindly remember 
that the law rests on legal formalities The proceduremust 
be adhered to We know his name, but we are bound to go 
through all this rub — all this We cannot take it as read 
Lunch will now be taken The court will rise 


Mr Gooseboote M'lud, I should like to call Mr Groundswell, 
the proprietor of the Hotel Superbe 
Cocklecarrol Call away* You don't tell me we are actually 
getting on with this case* Why, we've only been at it a mere 
three weeks or so* 

Gooseboote Now, Mr Groundswell* 

Cocklecarrol Mr Snapdnver, kindly keep your distance 
We don't want any more elbow stuff 
Gooseboote Now, Mr Groundswell, tell us what happened 
on the day m question 

Groundswell Ough ough wurgh wurgh ough erph ough 
wurgh wurgh erph ough — 

Snapdragon This is not a foreign national anthem My 
client was last night stung on the roof of the mouth by a 
hornet 

Cocklecarrol Well, is there an interpreter? 

Gooseboote M'lud, it's not a foreign language You can't 
have an interpreter for noises due to a sting in the mouth 
Cocklecarrol Well, then, you must cross-examine someone 
else, Mr Gooseboote How long will he be in this state? 

Snapdnver The doctor says about a month, m'lud, failing 
further calamities 

Cocklecarrol (gloomily) Oh 

An atmosphere of tension was noticeable in the court 
today Every time Mr Snapdnver even glanced towards Mr 
Gooseboote there was a universal intake of breath which 
sounded like high tide at Dungeness At one point, when 
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the two learned counsel leaned towards each other/ Mr 
Justice Cocklecarrot uttered an involuntary cry* the elbow 
specialist, who is in constant attendance sprang to hts feet 
and whipped out his gibboscope and his mometer, a police 
officer drew his luncheon in mistake for his truncheon, the 
Clerk of the Arraigns and the Puisne Serjaunte-at-Arms 
closed in tenderly but menacingly the public shouted 
warnings 

The relaxation and relief after the false alarm were such 
that several ladies fainted, and a small commercial traveller 
went off into shrieking hysterics A quantity of flock fell 
rom the roof, prompting Cocklecarrot to ask who was 
tearing mattresses to pieces up there. By the time calm was 
restored, and the elbow specialist had diagnosed ulnitis and 
compound cubititis, it was found that in the general mix-up 
^ to-and-fro caused by the mattress-tearing up aloft, Mr 
uooseboote's elbow was again firmly wedged between Mr 
bnapdriver^s jaws 

There the elbow rests at present 


Mr Justice Cocklecarrot said yesterday 'In all my years of 
at the Bar, I have never before known a case to 
nrrxc ^ 4 -^^ because the elbow of the counsel for the 
jammed between the jaws of the counsel 
IS nnf How such a ludicrous accident occurred, it 

thai- ° ^ only express mild astonishment 

monstroiiq^i^^°^^ could be the victims of such a 

now bppn idiocy The elbow, I am glad to say, has 

be readv counsel will, I understand 

medical rennrf^^^ their places in court tomorrow The 
should like^f-n f shock sustained by them both I 

elbow of one counspT saying that when the 

anybody is entitled tn ^ another, if 

the unforum.i J i I should think it is 

task m future to^Lfurrthat 

protagonists sufficient fn ^ separates the two 

ridiculous incident impossible”^^ ® ^ repetition of this 
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I 

LONDON on the morning of a state funeral is to see 
ondon at her best/ said the ninth earl as the coach swung 
round out of the Serpentine Road into Park Lane, 'provided 
one goes nowhere near the proceedings On our right is the 
Duke of Wellington, on our left a statue of 
chilles, both reminders of the importance of boots Over 
ore, a statue of Byron, not a badly dressed fellow though 
° u ‘i'shevelled Across there, Londonderry House, 
Where the English genius for settling matters of public 
^ncern over private luncheons reached its finest flower 
How very appropriate that it should be overshadowed by 
an hotel for Americans, and how significant that the 
nionument to Mammon should have turned out, quite 
inadvertently, to be ecclesiastical in its effect — a trinity of 
conjoined towers, the First Church of Christ Tourist And 
now this is Curzon Street, so named after the first earl, 
George Nathaniel Curzon, Marquess of Kedleston, who is 


190 


^^'^'Qred ih 

conccin f /., 1 

'-«ndon J’''’'*^<''/.irs , .,';’ *v „ , '''”'• f'W-.; 

.ff'con, ,,;n, ' /„:'.:;;.,V^'T<’.> .-/,c 

'^crc/y J ^ y<)„ - ' /.'tirif/rv 

,o w «>'r ,!?’ -■■<'’• 

seven)"”' ^“'■Sn M ‘'>''!e\j for „ , 

Wy 


ho'’P 
iv 


P^r,tJ “'ough? '■ome ,nr, ■'"'»o>W..i) /"t 

sn' e)7t, <7e 

Education"''?' W<,o, 

^ere /cs7f^ ^herc 

e h - f «rved ,),;', 'O'’ muc/. 

^^discriT^ ®^Ou/rf L ^^^ymar 

'MvTy^^on ° ^ record 

‘"’fessB Vo " Sos'vettan 

v;eL Paten , ”°‘"-se aftee '“"‘^'’eon? 

. 'So ' ^ant f , " "'S** tAe 

of hon 

ooriour ' 



The Funeral of the Year 191 

The ninth earl raised his stick and beat it against the roof 
of the coach 
'O'Hara, turn back'' 

He mused sadly 'The most honourable death 1 have ever 
heard of was that of Colonel Kelly of the Foot Guards who 
died m an attempt to save his boots from the Customs 
House fire Colonel Kelly's boots were the envy of the 
toiAm, they shone so His friends hearing of his death 
rushed in their grief to buy the services of the valet who had 
the secret of the inimitable blacking Now that is a tribute to 
an officer and a gentleman, much more sincere than all the 
panoply of a state funeral, for it was a tribute despite itself, 
inspired by the self-interest Poor Colonel Kelly ' 

He sounds like a bit of an idiot tome I've heard of people 
dying in fires to save their pearls or something ' 

'How vulgar ' 

^Or their relatives ' 

'How suburban ' 

'I don't think that's very nice. Falcon ' 

South Street, home of George Brummell called Beau 
When Brummell was living abroad in reduced circum- 
stances he ordered a snuff-box costing more than his 
annual income It was he who was the first to reach Colonel 
Kelly's bootblack, by the way You see, he understood that 
substance is ephemeral but style is eternal which may 
not be a solution to the realities of life but it is a workable 
alternative ' 

Jane pressed against him as they wheeled back into Park 
Lane and headed south 

Lord Malquist brooded on 'As an attitude it is no more 
fallacious than our need to identify all our ills with one man 
so that we may kill him and all our glory with another so 
that we may line the streets for him What a nonsense it all 

IS ' 

Jane said, '1 want to see it anyway ' 

'You'd think the streets would be lined with jeering 
Indians and miners and war widows But it's nothing to 
do with what he did or didn't do, when you come down to it 
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He was a monuiVienl and when n monument falls the entire 
nation is enlisted to augment offitial grief ' 

'I don't know whnt you'i e talking about, Faicon~~I want to 
see the bands and the soldiers ' 

The ninth eail was silent foi ‘^omc while and then 
remarked 'K ] Key who was captain of Surrey, kept a pair 

of gold scissors in his waistcoat for cutting his return 
ticket ' 

Poor O Hara/ said Jane 'He must be getting awfully 
wet ' 

The greys jogged handsomely down Park Lane shining 
with ram, and O'Hara huddled himself in the dripping 
cloak of mustard yellow, his hat pulled low, his pipe jutting 
damply between the two 

You must give him whisky in hot milk when he gets 
home,' said Jane 

My grandfather used to horsewhip his servants by day 
an offer them a drink before he went to bed, in case the 
revolution occurred during the night ' 

oor O Hara, said Jane 'I bet he hates you/ 
vjne must keep a dialogue of tension between the 
Casses, otherwise how is one to distinguish between 
erri ocialists treat their servants with respect and then 
won er why they vote Conservative So unintelligent ' 
ne yawned behind his gloved hand The coach swung 
round Hyde Park Corner past the memorials to the 

P ^ and the Artillery, and started to climb 

'constitution Hill 
Jane squealed 
'Golly<— what's that?' 

'Rollo*' 

Gardfm^ crouched on the wall of Buckingham Palace 
road tn fr^ rnouth It leapt down into the 

gallop ^ cracked and the horses heaved into a 

Falcon, what was it?' 
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Rollo poor thing, he's been lost for days ' 

He was eating something ' 

I know, he has a weakness for flamingos Her Majesty 
wi not be amused I fear On the last occasion she was 

J Oh, dear, this is going to require 

all Sir Mortimer's delicacy ' 


He waited u^nder the trees until the ram stopped, and then 
rge the donkey forward again The donkey sneezed 
iney were wet and cold but the Risen Christ hardly 
0 ice that Now that he was alone again he felt a great 
^ conviction that took away his burdens of doubt 
choice The donkey's burden was not so 
e u ous but it protected him from the weather to some 
extent 

^ j turned into the road the Risen Christ was 
th^ t to see that people were crowded 

'c on either side He composed his features into an 
pression of modest disdain similar to the donkey's, and 
they plodded on together 


asper Jones rode into the Square, his eyes as hard as flints 
e rain had stopped but wet shined his leather chaps and 
water fell from the brim of his hat The horse was 
ulled dark as boot polish from the rain 
Jasper walked his horse into the Square and did not allow 
unself to acknowledge the stares of the people who 
Washed him go by Many of them recognized him and told 
°ther, 'Look, there he goes the Hungriest Gun in the 
^^t man with the porkiest beans straight out of the can ' 
He sneered under his hat, and rode across into the open 
space where the fountains were and when the horse 
lowered its head to drink he slipped off its back and looked 
around and saw Long John Slaughter leaning against the 
stone pedestal under George IV 
Slaughter^' 
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Long John turned 
'Hello, Jasper,' he said 

'I've been looking for you,' said Jasper Jones 
Everything was suddenly quiet They stood facing eac 
other across twenty yards of empty ground Jasper ® 
were hard as silver dollars He took a step forward an 
nicked his calf with the spur I 

'I told you to keep your cotton pickin' hands off rny , 
Slaughter ' 

Long John looked around but most of the people were 
watching the other way He licked his lips and srm e 
nervously , 

'Oh, leave off, wilLyou^' he said 'I want to watch t e 
funeral ' 

'You'll get one of your own. Slaughter I've got a message 
from her and I'm deliverin' it through a forty-fwe e 
draw ' 

Long John licked his lips again 

'Listen, don't be like that She doesn't care for you 
anyway ' 

Jasper Jones grated, 'You yeller coyote — draw ' His eyes 
were hard as the Rocky Mountains ,, 

No, I don't want to,' said Long John 'I'm finished with a 
that ' 

Then youve got five till I shoot you down like dawg/ 
drawled Jasper Jones He stood easy, his right hand close by 
his hip 

You must be off your rocker ' 

'One ' 

'Jasper^' 

'Two ' 

l^ng John licked his lips The wall was behind him 
1 hree ' 

'it's not fair'' He started to cry 'It jest ain't fair, I'm tired 
o a t 's, 1 m tiled of ridin' an' shootin' and runnin' — yeu 
cam t run away from yerself, my pappy tol' me that'— Lm 
ired, I \vanna hang up my guns'' 
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Slaughter wept 'Wanna settle down, git me a woman, 
few kids, bit o' land to plough — ' 

'Five ' 

With a sob Slaughter went for his gun It fell on the 
ground and bounced and there w'as a roar from a 45 as 
Jasper outdrevv him and shot himself in the leg Jasper 
cursed and sat down Fast as a rattlesnake Long John 
scooped up his gun and shot Jasper in the stomach and 
started to run across the Square past jasper who was dying 
on his knees A mountain lion w’lth a flamingo m its mouth 
streaked across in front of him and seemed toleapover the 
backs of the crowd, and beyond, a pink coach was rattling 
down the Mall towards him Slaughter ran towards it 
shouting, 'Jane' jane'' and he had reached the edge of the 
pavement when jasper Jones, rolling onto his stomach with 
his gun held in both hands, took careful aim at the middle of 
Slaughter s back and shot him through the head 


^’^citment of the chase brought a rosy flush to jane's 
cheek Her eyes danced merrily as she smiled at the 
handsome aristocrat at her side 'Ah, my dear jane,' he 

said, his eyes twinkling, 'you seem to be enjoying your- 
self ' 

It was true Yet she could but sigh A shadow passed over 
er exquisite features and her soft ripe bosom heaved 
,, °° late, too late'' a voice cried within her 'Ah, would 

3t We had met when we were free'' 
or him she would have gladly turned her back on 
ociety and escaped with him to some perfect spot away 
*^*^*^,1 ^biS' but she knew deep down in her heart that this 
|vould not bring them happiness They were duty bound to 
ive out their roles in this hollow masquerade even as they 
^ecoiled from the hypocritical conventions that kept them 
P3rt No, all they could do was to snatch a few precious 
"foments together 

L ^ ^ <Jull rainy morning but her heart sang as the 

rses galloped along.The coach rocked violently and she 
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laid her hand on her companion's arm He smiled roguishly 
down at her 

She leaned forward in excitement as the coach burst into 
the Square, thrilled to see the crowds around her It was as 
common people of the town had gathered there 
She sniiled and waved at them — and suddenly she gasped 
Look’ she cried and pointed to where a man came 
running towards the coach with a pistol in his hand She 
new him at once, and seized her companion's arm with a 
^ closed her eyes and heard a shot ring out 

hen she opened her eyes the man was falling headlong 
into the road as the coach swept up the side of the Square 
Jane leaned back and felt her knee being patted 
could but admire his insouciance She 
smi e ravely and glanced up at him roguishly and was 
pressed to him as the coach turned the corner 

horses had slowed down and now moved quite 
^ slope between the people Looking up, 

pr,/ j which she had never 

involuntarily clutched Lord 
quis s and as all the blood drained from her cheeks 
Falcon, she breathed, 'what is it?' 

flew to hermouth 
'My husband’' she cried 
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^ENRY BECH was an impressionable pre-adoiescent 
Or thirteen, more bored than he would admit with the 
question of whether or not the 1936 Yankees could wrest 
the pennant back from Detroit, his mother one May 
^j^ternoon took him out of school, after consultation with 
the principal, she was a hardened consulter with the 
principal She had consulted when Henry entered the first 
Srade, when he came back from the second with a bloody 
nose, when he skipped the third, when he was given a 65 in 
Penmanship m the fifth, and when he skipped the sixth 
The school was P S 87, at Seventy-seventh and 
Amsterdam — a bleak brick building, whose interior 
complexity of smells and excitement, especially during a 
snowstorm or around Hallowe'en, was transcendent 
None but very young hearts could have withstood the daily 
strain of so much intrigue, humour, desire, personality, 
uaental effort, emotional current, of so many achingly 
important nuances of prestige and impersonation Bech, 
rather short for his age, yet with a big nose and big feet that 
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promised future growth, was recognized from the first by 
IS classmates as an only son, a mother's son more than a 
ather s, pampered and bright though not a prodigy (his 
voice had no pitch, his mathematical aptitude was no 
instem s), naturally he was teased Not all the teasing 
took the form of bloody noses, sometimes the girl in the 
a jacent desk-seat tickled the hair on his forearms with her 
penci , or his name was flaunted through the wire fence 
at separated the sexes at recess The brownstone 

supplied students to the school were 
in ose years still middle-class, if by middle-class is 
understood not a level of poverty (unlike today's poor, they 
hnr no credit and delivery arrangements with the 

q or s ore) but of self-esteem Immersed in the Great 

their families together, kept 
touching bottom, and kept their faith in the 
Thpc:p rU u children's future more than their own 
the qrhnM a giddy relief into the sanctum of 

brick rriK ^^^t the world, or at least this 

fraeile fho survived another day How 

to todav'q ^ ^ fragile as it seems sturdy 

Jewish Rprk^' wish to destroy it Predominately 

dash of Germ^ S^^mmar school classes had a bold bright 
shop or dIipH entiles, whose fathers also kept a small 
whose fev some Eastern Europeans, 

centres of rom;i ^*sped English made them the 

time Negroes like Vh!^^^ joking attacks At this 

like zebras in TPcf exotic oddities, created, 

overhead globes and yellowish 

blackboard, penmanshm ^^ag nailed above the 

exports of the th ®P^ce routes, the imports and 

percentage and Guianas, the three cases of 

the existence of breadJ^^^^^^ 

various drudgeries of thp^ Penthouses, just as the 
e^en holiness bv them dirp gwen dignity, 

survival Although Ko connection with food and 

■^Iso, httlc been slow to admit this 

ioved the school, he cherished his 
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Citizenship in its ragged population, was enraptured by the 
freckled chin and cerulean eyes of Eva Hassel across the 
aisle, and detested his mother's frequent interference in his 
American education Whenever she appeared outside the 
office of the principal (Mr Linnehan, a sore-liddcd spoiled 
priest With an easily mimicked blink and stammer), he was 
teased in the cloakroom or down on the asphalt at recess, 
whenever she had him skipped a grade, he became all the 
more the baby of the class By the age of thirteen, he was 
going to school with girls that were women That day in 
May, he showed his anger with his mother by not talking to 
her as they walked from the scarred school steps, down 
Seventy-eighth, past a mock -Tudor apartment house like 
some evilly enlarged and begrimed fairy-tale chalet, to 
Broadway and Seventy-ninth and fhe IRT kiosk with its 
compounded aroma of hotbrakes, warm bagels, and vomit 
Extraordinarily, they took a tram tiorlli The whole drift 
of their lives was south - south to Times Square and to the 
Public Library, south to Gimbels, south to Brooklyn where 
his father's two brothers lived North, there was nothing 
hut Grant's Tomb, and Harlem, and Yankee Stadium, and 
Riverdale where a rich cousin, a theatre manager, 
inhabited an apartment full of glass furniture and an array 
of leering and scribbled photographs North of that 
yawned the foreign vastness, first named New York State 
hut melting westward into other names, other states, 
where the goyim farmed their farms and drove their 
roadsters and swung on their porch swings and engaged in 
the countless struggles of moral heroism depicted 
continuously m the Hollywood movies at the Broadway 
RKO Upon the huge body of the United States, swept by 
dust storms and storms of Christian conscience, young 
Henry knew that his island of Manhattan existed like a 
wart, relatively, his little family world was an immigrant 
enclave, the religion his family practised was a tolerated 
affront, and the language of this religion's celebration was 
a backwards-running archaism He and his km and their 
kindred were huddled in shawls within an overheated back 
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room while outdoors a huge and beautiful wilderness 
rattled their sashes with wind and painted the panes with 
frost, and all the furniture they had brought with them 
from Europe, the foot-stools and phylacteries, the copies of 
Tolstoy and Heine, the ambitiousness and defensiveness 
and love, belonged to this stuffy back room 

Now his mother was pointing him north, into the cold 
Their reflections shuddered in the black glass as the 
express train slammed through local stops, wan islands of 
light where fat coloured women waited with string 
shopping bags Bech was always surprised that these 
frozen vistas did not shatter as they pierced them, perhaps 
it was the multi-Ievelled sliding, the hurtling metal 
precariously switched aside from collision, more than the 
odours and subterranean claustrophobia, that made theboy 
sick on subways He figured that he was good for eight 
stops before nausea began It had just begun when she 
touched his arm High, high on the West Side they 
emerged, into a region where cliffs and windy hilltops 
seemed insecurely suppressed by the asphalt grid A 
boistrous shout of spring rolled upwards from the river, 
and unexpected bridges of green metal arched seraphically 
overhead Together they walked, the boy and his mother, 
e in a wool knicker suit that scratched and sang between 
is l^Ss, she in a tremulous hat of shining black straw, up a 
broad pavement bordered with cobblestones and trees 
^ scabbed brown and white like a giraffe's 

neck This was the last year when she was taller than he, 
is SI eways glance reaped a child^s cowing impression of, 
eneat t e unsteady flesh of her jaw, the rose splotches at 

signalled excitement or anger He 
had better talk 'Where are we gomg?' 

bo, she said 'the cat found his tongue ' 

/w ^ ^ yon coming into the school ' 

'so ashamed of h.s 
oul- frn bis blue-eyed shikses to think he came 

tree hkrs^rgfrted S'®' ^ 
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Somewhere in the past she had wormed out of him his 
admiration of the German girls at school He blushed 
'Thanks to you/ he told her, 'thej're all two years older 
than me ' 

'Not in their empty golden heads, they're not so old 
Maybe in their pants, but that'll come to you soon enough 
Don't hurry the years, soon enough they'll hurry you ' 
Homily, flattery, and humiliation these were what his 
mother applied to him, day after day, like a sculptor's pats 
It deepened his blush to hear her mention Eya Hassel's 
pants Were they what would come to him soon enough^ 
This was her style, to mock his reality and stretch his 
expectations 'Mother, don't be fantastic ' 

Ai, nothing fantastic There's nothing one of those 
golden girls would like better than fasten herself to some 
smart little Jewish boy Better that than some sausage-, 
grinding Fritz who'll go to beer and beating her before he's 
twenty-fwe You keep your nose in your books ' 

That's where it was Where are you taking me?' 

To see something more important than where to put 
your piitz ' 

Mother, don't be yulgar ' 

Vulgar is what I call a boy who wants to put his mother 
under a rock His mother and his people and his brain, all 
under a rock ' 

Now I understand You're taking me to look at 
Plymouth Rock ' 

Something like it If you haye to grow up American, at 
•east let's not look only at the underside Arnie' - the 
Riverdale cousin - got two tickets from Josh Glazer, to I 
don't know quite what it is We shall see ' 

The hill beneath their feet flattened, they arriyed at a 
massive building of somehow unsullied granite, with a 
paradoxical look of having been here forever yet having 
been rarely used Around its top ran a ribbon of carved 
names PLATO NEWTON AESCHYLUS LEONARDO 

AQUINAS -SHAKESPEARE VOLTAIRE COPERNICUS 

ARISTOTLE HOBBES VICO PUSHKIN LINNAEUS RACINE 
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and infinitely on, around cornices and down the receding 
length of the building's two tall wings Courtyard followed 
courtyard, each at a slightly higher level than the last 
Conical evergreens stood silent guard; an unseen fountain 
played For entrance, there was a bewildering choice of 
bronze doors Bech's mother pushed one and encountered 
a green-uniformed guard, she told him, 'My name is 
Hannah Bech and this is my son Henry These are our 
tickets, it says right here this is the day, they were obtained 
for us by a close associate of Josh Glazer's, the playwright 
Nobody forewarned me it would be such a climb from the 
subway, that's why I'm out of breath like this ' The guard, 
then another guard, for they several times got lost, 
directed them (his mother receiving and repeating a full set 
of directions each time) up a ramifying series of marble 
stairways into the balcony of an auditorium whose ceiling? 
the child s impression was, was decorated with plaster toys 
- scrolls, masks, seashells, tops, and stars 

A ceremony was already in progress Their discussions 
with the guards had consumed time The bright stage far 
below them supported a magical tableau On a curved dais 
composed of six or seven rows a hundred persons, mostly 
men, were seated Though some of the men could be seen 
to move - one turned his head, another scratched his knee ' 
eir appearance in sum had an iron unity, they looked 
engraved Each face, even at the distance of the balcony? 

isp aye the stamp of extra precision that devout 
o photography etch upon a visage? 

each had suffered the crystallization of fame Young Henry 
saw that there were other types of Heaven, less agitated 
tra(»i^ ^ ^ated than the school, more compact and less 
ankee Stadium, where the scattered players, 
draf>nn-<^ ^ about to be devoured by the 

with th^i crowd He knew, even before his mother, 

beean to ^ diagram provided on her programme, 

the fln\Aro ^^rnes, that under his eyes was assembled 

souls who w h 1 ^ America,, its rabbis and chieftains, 

souls who while Shll breathing enjoyed their immortality 
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The surface of their collective glory undulated as one 
or another would stand, shuffle outwards from his row, 
seize the glowing lectern, and speak Some rose to award 
prizes, others rose to accept them They applauded one 
another with a polite rustle eagerly echoed and 
thunderously amplified by the anonymous, perishable 
crowd on the other side of the veil, a docile cloudy 
multitude stretching backwards from front rows of 
corsaged loved ones into the dim regions of the balcony 
where mere spectators sat, where little Bech stared dazzled 
while his mother busily bent above the identifying 
diagram She located, and pointed out to him, with that 
ardour for navigational detail that had delayed their arrival 
here, Emil Nordquist, the Bard of the Prairie, the beetle- 
browed celebrant m irresistible vers Iibre of shocked corn 
and Swedish dairymaids, John Kingsgrant Forbes, New 
England's dapper novelist of manners, Hannah Ann 
Collins, the wispy, mystical poet of impacted passion from 
Alabama, the most piquant voice in American verse since 
the passing of the Amherst recluse, the massive Jason 
Honeygale, Tennessee's fabled word-torrent, hawk-eyed 
Torquemada Langguth, lover and singer of California's 
sheer cliffs and sere unpopulated places, and Manhattan s 
own Josh Glazer, Broadway wit, comedywright, lyricist, 
and Romeo And there were squat bald sculptors with great 
curved thumbs, red-bearded painters like bespattered 
prophets, petite, gleaming philosophers who piped Greek 
catchwords into the microphone, stooped and drawling 
historians from the border states, avowed Communists 
with faces as dry as paper and black ribbons dangling from 
their pinccs-nez, atonal composers delicately exchanging 
awards and leminiscences of Pans, the phrases in French 
nasally cutting across their speech like accented trombones, 
sibylline old women with bronze faces - all of them unified, 
m the eyes of the boy Bech, by not only the clothy dark 
mass of their clothes and the brilliance of the stage but by 
their transcendence of time they had attained the haven of 
lasting accomplishment and exempted themselves from 
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the nagging nuisance of growth and its twin 
precociously felt in himself even then, especially in 
teeth), decay He childishly assumed that, though unvei e 
every May, they sat like this eternally, in the same ir 
arrangement, beneath this domed ceiling of scrol s an 

stars j .Lp 

At last the final congratulation was offered, an 
final modest acceptance enunciated Bech and his mot e 
turned to re-navigate the maze of staircases They were 
both shy of speaking, but she sensed, in the abstracted wa} 
he clung to her side, neither welcoming nor cringing 
her touch when she reached to reassure him in the crow , 
that his attention had been successfully turned His 
were red, showing that an inner flame had been lit She ha 
set him on a track, a track that must be — Mrs Bech 
a sudden qualm, like a rude jostling from behind — the rig 


one 


Bech never dared hope to join that pantheon Those faces 
of the thirties, like the books he began to read, putting 
aside baseball statistics forever, formed a world impossib y 
high and apart, an immutable text graven on the stone 
brow — his confused impression was — of Manhattan n 
middle age, it would startle him to realize that Louis 
Bromfield, say, was no longer considered a sage, that van 
Vechten, Cabell, and John Erskine had become as obscure 
as the famous gangsters of the same period, and that an 
entire generation had grown to wisdom without nn^ 
chuckling over a verse by Arthur Guiterman or Franklin r 
Adams When Bech received, m an envelope not so unlike 
those containing solicitations to join the Erotica Book Club 
or the Associated Friends of Apache Education, notice or 
his election to a society whose title suggested that of a 
merged church, with an invitation to its May ceremonial/ 
he did not connect the honour with his truant afternoon of 
decades ago He accepted, because in his fallow 
middle years he hesitated to decline any invitation. 
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whether it was to travel to Communist Europe or to smoke 
mariiuana His working day was brief, his living day was 
long, and there always lurked the hope that around the 
corner of some impromptu acquiescence he would 
encounter, in a flurry of apologies and excitedly mis-aimed 
kisses, his long-lost mistress. Inspiration He took a taxi 
north on the appointed day By chance he was let off at a 
side entrance in no way reminiscent of the august frontal 
approach he had once ventured within the shadow of his 
mother Inside the bronze door, Bech was greeted by a mini- 
skirted secretary who, licking her lips and perhaps uninten- 
tionally bringing her pelvis to within an inch of his, pinned 
his name in plastic to his lapel and, as a tantalizing after- 
thought, the tip of her tongue exposed in playful concentra- 
tion, adjusted the knot of his necktie Other such con- 
siderate houris were supervising arrivals, separating 
an tiquebe//e-/effmfs from their overcoats with philatelic care, 

steering querulously nodding poetesses towards the 
elevator, administering the distribution of gaudy heaps of 
name tags, admission cards, and coded numerals 
His girl wore a button that said GOD FREAKS OUT 
Bech asked her, 'Am I supposed to do anything?' 

She said, 'When your name is announced, stand ' / 

'Do 1 take the elevator?' 

She patted his shoulders and tugged one of his earlobes 
I think you're a young enough body,' she judged, 'to use 
the stairs ' 

He obediently ascended a thronged marble stairway and 
found himself amid a cloud of murmuring presences, a few 
of the faces were familiar — Tory Ingersoll, a tireless old 
fsg, his prim features rigid in their carapace of orangish 
foundation, who had in recent years plugged himself into 
hipsterism and become a copious puffist and anthologist 
for the 'new' poetry, whether concrete, non-associative, 
neo-gita, or plain protest, Irving Stern, a swarthy, 
ruminative critic of Bech's age and background, who for all 
his strenuous protests of McLuhanite openness had never 
stopped squinting through the dour goggles of Leninist 
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aesthetics, and whose own prose style tasted 
tablets being chewed, Mildred Belloussovs y 

gues, her nanae as polyglot as e vvhore's 

lifter's shoulders and generous slash or a pHintic 

mouth perversely dwindled in print to a trie ^ 
dimeters. Char Ecktin, the revolutionary young 
whose foolish smile and high-pitched chort e c 
oddly with the facile bitterness of his ^ Jjlce 

many more were half-familiar, faces dimly no 
those of bit actors in B movies, or like those 
emerge from obscurity to cap a surprisingly en pgg, 
obituary, or those names which figure small nn i 
as translator, co-editor, or 'as told to', faces w os 
recognizability might have been a matter of ghos ^ ^ 

resemblance, or of a cocktail party ten years ago, or a 
meeting, or of a moment in a bookstore, an insi 
hastily examined and then resealed into the tig 
row of the unpurchased In this throng Been 
name softly called, and felt his sleeve lightly plucke 
he did not lift his eyes for fear of shattering the 
disturbing the penumbral decorum and rustle aroun 
They came to the end of their labyrinthine climb, an 
ushered down a dubiously narrow corridor 
hesitated, as even the dullest steer hesitates m 
slaughterer's chute, but the pressure behind move 
on, outwards, into a spotlit tangle of groping men a ^ 
scraping chairs He was on a stage Chairs were arrange 

curved tiers Mildred Belloussovsky-Dommergues ^ 

an alabaster, muscular arm 'Yoo-hoo, Henry, over er 
Come be a B with me ' She even spoke now- — so thoroug 
does art corrupt the artist — m dimeters Willingly he ma ^ 
his way upwards towards her Always, in his life, no matte 
how underfurnished in other respects, there had been a 
woman to shelter beside. The chair beside her bore i 
name On the seat of the chair was a folded programme 
On the back of the programme was a diagram The diagram 
fitted a memory, and looking outward, into the popular 
darkness that reached backwards into a balcony, beneath a 
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ceiling dimly decorated with toylike protrusions of plaster, 
Bech suspected, at last, where he was With the instincts of 
a literary man he turned to printed matter for 
confirmation, he bent over the diagram and, yes, found his 
name, his number, his chair He was here He had joined 
that luminous, immutable tableau He had crossed to the 
other side 

Now that forgotten expedition with his mother returned 
to him, and their climb through those ramifications of 
marble, a climb that mirrored, but profanely, the one he 
had just taken within sacred precincts, and he deduced that 
this building was vast twice over, an arch-like interior 
meeting m this domed auditorium where the mortal and 
the immortal could behold one another, through a veil that 
lurred and darkened the one and gave to the other a 
supernatural visibility, the glow and precision of Platonic 
orms He studied his left hand — his partner in numerous 
umble crimes, his delegate in many furtive investigations 
—and saw it partaking, behind the flame-blue radiance of 
his cuff, joint by joint, to the quicks of his fingernails, in the 
me articulation found less in reality than in the 
romethean anatomical studies of Leonardo and Raphael 
Bech looked around, the stage was filling He seemed to 
front, where the stage light was most intense, 
e oft-photographed (by Steichen, by Karsh, by Cartier- 
Bresson) profile and vivid cornsilk hair of — it couldn't 
he Emil Nordquist The Bard of the Prairie still lived' He 
must be a hundred No, well, if in the mid-thirties he was in 
his mid-forties, he would be only eighty now While Bech, 
that pre-adolescent, was approaching fifty time had 
treated him far more cruelly 
And now, through the other wing of the stage, from the 
elevator side, moving with the agonized shuffle-step of a 
semi-paralytic but still sartorially formidable in double- 
breasted chalkstripes and a high starched collar, entered 
John Kingsgrant Forbes, whose last perceptive and urbane 
examination of Beacon Hill mores had appeared in World 
War II during the paper shortage Had Bech merely 
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imagined his obituary? 

Arriveth our queen/ Mildred Belloussovsky-Dommer- 
gu^ sardonically murmured on his left, with that 
ambiguous trace of a foreign accent, the silted residue of 
er several husbands And to Bech's astonishment in came, 
supported on the courtly arm of Jason Honeygate, whose 
epic bulk had shrivelled to folds of veined hide draped over 
stegosaurian bones, the tiny tottering figure of Hannah 

w wearing the startled facial expression of the 

in She was led down front, where the gaunt figure of 
orquemada Langguth, his spine bent nearly double, his 

^ crest now white as an egret's, rose to greet her 

and feebly to adjust her chair 

dead^'^ leftwards, 'I thought they were all 


Mildred airily answered, 'We find it easier, not to die ' 
^ plumped brusquely down in the chair on 
nrov.m was— o, monstrous^— Josh Glazer His 

'Tpmic ru ^ patron's, for he told Bech windily, 

here Bech, I ve been plugging you for years up 

writeJZn t until he 

sav to tbp % such a flop " Finally I 

write ann^' ^ bitch, he's never going to 

in " Welcome^ b^° A ^ 1^^'^ 1^^ Bim the hell 

you/lr/ tt t'ar^Onf ^ 

comeHv Rt-,^ a When re you gonna try a 

was dyed deaf, his hair 

of brtlth ci?ri;/ for his blasts 

and of a ternbl^^ ^ fotid smell of trapped alcohol 

Bech — touchme r something that suggested to 

remained of biQ B^^ohar fastidiousness that was all that 
decayed shellfish orthodoxy— the stench of 

on this stage dissolnf away and saw everywhere 

philosophers lolled furrowed skulls of 

flickered back anH f ^ ^®^^Bic stupor Wicked smirks 
textbooks Eustace ^^^ng faces enshrined m 

throughout the Cold W.r conscience 

' holes in his socks and 
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mechanically chaffed a purple sore on his shin Anatole 
Husac, the Father of Neo-Figurism, was sweating out a 
drug high, his hands twitching like suffocating fish As the 
ceremony proceeded, not a classroom of trade-school 
dropouts could have been more impudently inattentive 
Mildred Belloussovsky-Dommergues persistently tickled 
the hairs on Bech's wrist with the edge of her programme. 
Josh Glazer offered him a sip from a silver flask signed by 
the Gershwin brothers The leonine head — that of a great 
lexicographer — directly in front of Bech drifted sideways 
and emitted illegible snores The Medal for Modern Fiction 
was being awarded to Kingsgrant Forbes, the cello-shaped 
critic (best known for his scrupulous editorship of the six 
volumes of Hamlin Garland's correspondence) began his 
speech, 'In these sorry days of so-called Black Humour, of 
the fictional apotheosis of the underdeveloped,' and a 
Negro m the middle of Bech's row stood, spoke a single 
black expletive, and, with much scraping of chairs, made 
his way from the stage A series of grants was bestowed 
One of the recipients, a tiptoeing fellow in a mauve jump 
suit, hurled paper streamers towards the audience and 
bared his chest to reveal painted there a psychedelic pig 
labelled Milhaus, at this, several old men, an Arizona 
naturalist and a New Deal muralist, stamped off, and for a 
long time could be heard buzzing for the elevator The 
sardonic hubbub waxed louder Impatience set in 
'Goddammit, Josh Glazer breathed to Bech, 'I'm paying a 
limousine by the hour downstairs Jesus and I've got a 
helluva' cute little fox waiting for me at the Plaza ' 

At last the time came to introduce the new members 
The citations were read by a far-sighted landscape painter 
who had trouble bringing his papers, the lectern light, and 
his reading glasses into mutual adjustment at such short 
focus 'Henry Bech, he read, pronouncing it 'Betch', and 
Bech confusedly stood The spotlights dazzled him, he had 
the sensation of being microscopically examined, and of 
being strangely small When he stood, he had expected to 
rear into a man's height, and instead rose no taller than a child 
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'A native New Yorker/ the citation began, 'who has 
chosen to sing of the continental distances — ' 

Bech wondered why writers in official positions were 
always supposed to 'sing', he couldn't remember the last 
time he had even hummed 
' — a son of Israel loyal to Melville's romanticism — ' 

He went around telling interviewers Melville was his 
favourite author, but he hadn't got a third of the way 
through Pierre 

' — a poet m prose whose polish precludes pre- pro- 
pardon me, these are new bifocals — ' 

Laughter from the audience Who was out there in that 
audience^ 

' — let me try again whose polish precludes prolifigacy — ^ 
His mother was out there in that audience* 

" — a magician of metaphor — ' 

She was there, right down front, basking in the reflected 
stagelight, an orchid corsage pinned to her bosom 
and a friend of the human heart ' 

But she had died four years ago, in a nursing home in 
Riverdale As the applause washed in, Bech saw that the old 
lady with the corsage was applauding only politely, she was 
not his mother but somebody else's, maybe of the boy with 
the pig on his stomach, though for a moment, a trick of the 
light, something determined and expectant in the tilt of her 
head, something hopeful The light in his eyes turned 
water His applause ebbed away He sat down 
ildred nudged him Josh Glazer shook his hand, too 
violently Bech tried to clear his vision by contemplating 
t e backs of the heads They were blank blank shabby 
acks of a cardboard tableau lent substance only by the 
credulous, by old women and children His knees trembled, 

^ 1 a ter an arduous climb He had made it, he was here, in 
Heaven Now what? 
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TO KOMMANDANT VAN Heerden the transition of Miss 
Hazelstone from the mistress of Jacaranda House to the 
inmate of Fort Rapier Mental Hospital was a sad affair As 
he watched the stretcher on which the old lady lay carried 
for the last time past the portraits of her ancestors in the 
fern-infested hall, he knew that an epoch was ending No 
longer would Jacaranda House stand supreme in the eyes 
of Zululand society, the symbol of all that was best in the 
British occupation of Africa and an emblem of an 
aristocratic way of life No more garden parties, no more 
grand balls, no more of those dinner parties for which Miss 
Hazelstone had such a reputation, nothing of importance 
would happen within these walls The house would stand 
empty and sepulchral until the white ants or the demolition 
men cleared it away to make room for a new suburb As 
Kommandant van Heerden turned off the lights and the 
house stood dark under the moon, he was filled with a 
great sense of loss The old arrogance on which he had 
relied to sharpen his servility was gone He was a free man. 
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and the architect of his own freedom It was the last thing 
that he wanted 

It was a cortege which passed up the drive and out the 
contorted gates, a funeral cortege of motorcycles and 
police cars accompanying the ambulance in which Miss 
Hazelstone slept the sleep of the heavily sedated In the 
driver s seat of the leading car sat Konstabel Els, happy in 
the knowledge that he had earned his just reward, and 
behind him in the darkness Kommandant van Heerden 
wondered at the strangeness of fate which had made a 
creature like Els the instrument of the fall of the house of 
Hazelstone 


It was not as if Els was clever, the Kommandant thought, 
as the procession wound its way through the unlighted 
streets of Piemburg, nor was there anything vaguely 
shout his activities which would explain their 

effect Els was merely chance, random and trivial in its 
ways 

Entropy made man," the Kommandant said to himself 
and opened ^the window The car had begun to smell quite 
intolerable 


"Els," said the Kommandant, "you need a bath " 

'Me, sir?" said Els 
'You, Els You stink " 

'Not me, sir That's Toby ' 

"Who the hell's Toby?' 

'The Dobermann, sir He's a bit high ' 

'Oh no, sir,' said Els 'He's in the boot ' 

to sharp ^bout to say that he wasn't going 

Massed thro Dobermann, when they 

Triv: to^tPetos^^taf “P 

A Krs the barracks 

establisbmpnf here and there to convert an 

establishment which had been designed to keep people out 
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into one that served to keep them in, but the atmosphere 
had not altered Irrationality had kept its hold on the place 
'Old traditions die hard,' the Kommandant thought as 
the car stopped at the edge of the parade ground He 
stepped out and patted a field gun that had once seen 
service at Paardeberg where his grandfather had slept 
through Its bombardment and which now stood like an 
iron pensioner overlooking the lunacies of another 
generation 

While Miss Hazelstone was taken into a ward reserved 
for the criminally insane, Kommandant van Heerden 
explained her case to the Superintendent, Dr Herzog, who 
had been summoned from his bed to deal with the case 
'Couldn't you have waited till morning?' he asked 
grumpily 'I didn't get to bed until one ' 

'1 haven't been to bed at all,' said the Kommandant, 'and 
m any case this is an emergency Miss Hazelstone is 
something of a celebrity and her committal may arouse 
public comment ' 

'She certainly is, and it certainly will,' said the doctor 
'She happens to be the chief benefactress of this hospital ' 
'She has evidently been providing for her own future 
which will be to remain here until she decides to die,' said 
the Kommandant 

'Who has diagnosed her?' asked Dr Herzog 

'I have,' said the Kommandant 

'I wouldn't have thought you were qualified to ' 

'1 know a criminal lunatic when I see one The police 
surgeon and her own doctor will be up in the morning, and 
committal papers will arrive in due course ' 

'It seems rather irregular,' said the doctor 
'As a matter of fact, it is irregular,' said the 
Kommandant 'But if you really want to know, we have 
pretty incontrovertible evidence that she has murdered 
someone I won't go into details but 1 can assure you that 
we have enough evidence to have her tried for murder I 
think you understand that the trial of such a prominent 
person would not be in the public interest ' 
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away from psychoanalysis and had favoured a more 
behaviourist approach 

With Miss Hazelstone she decided there was no danger 
of such tragic results and she had encouraged the patient to 
record her dreams so that these could be examined for the 
symbolic meaning which would explain all her problems 
The trouble was that Miss Hazelstone never dreamt and 
the concocted dreams that she supplied the doctor with 
were down-to-earth in the extreme They were for one 
thing punctuated with phalluses and vaginas which no 
amount of symbolic interpretation could turn into 
anything else 

'How about snakes, or steeples^' Miss Hazelstone 
inquired when the doctor explained how difficult it was 
I've never heard of people having dreams about penises 
before,' said the doctor 

'Probably wish-fulfilment dreams,' Miss Hazelstone said 
and went on to describe a dream in which a creature called 
Els had struggled with a black dog on a lawn 
'Extraordinary,' said von Blimenstem, 'absolutely arche- 
typal,' and had begun to talk about the Shadow struggling 
with Instinctual Libido 

'Yes, it struck me like that at the time,' said Miss Hazel- 
stone cryptically After several weeks of these dreams the 
doctor had begun to think she would be able to write a mono- 
graph on 'The Policeman Archetype in South African 
Psychology' using this material 

For Miss Hazelstone these interviews provided a break 
from the boredom of life in Fort Rapier 

Madness is so monotonous,' she told the doctor 'You 
would thir^ that fantasies would be more interesting, but 
rea y one has to conclude that insanity is a poor substitute 
for reality ' 

Then again, when she looked around her, there didn't 
seem to be any significant difference between life in the 
mental hospital and life m South Africa as a whole Black 
madmen did all the work, while white lunatics lounged 
about If" they were God 
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'Good God/ said the doctor, 'what is Zululand coming 
to? First her brother and now Miss Hazelstone. 

'Quite/ said the Kommandant 'It's a reflection on our 
times ' 

Having ensured that Miss Hazelstone would be allowed 
no visitors and that she would have no access to the Press 
or to her lawyers, the Kommandant took his leave Dawn 
had broken when he crossed the great parade ground, and a 
few grey figures had emerged from the wards and were 
shuffling about sadly in the early sunlight 

To think it had to end like this,' the Kommandant 
thought and his mind dwelt not so much on Miss 
Hazelstone as on the Imperial splendour that had once 
marched red-coated and supreme across the square He 
stood for a moment imagining the regiments that had 
passed the saluting base on which Miss Hazelstone's 
grandfather had stood before going to their deaths on 
Majuba Hill and Spion Kop and then he turned away and 
climbed into his reeking car 


hen Miss Hazelstone woke to find herself in bed in a 
war / she had difficulty understanding where she was The 
ecm and the row of beds brought back to her memories of 
er oarding school but her companions were hardly the gay 
girls of her youth Not that they were really gay, 
s e oug t lying back and studying the ceiling, merely 
expec ant, which passed for gaiety There was nothing 
remo e y gay or expectant about the figures she could see 
now it rawn into remote provinces of their own 
imagina ions t e patients wandered listlessly among the 

Hazelstone looked at 
tempted to follow their example Only a 

hersel? r/" her 'Such lack of style/she sa.d to 

her clothes looked round for 

arroeanrp^f^^ followed she clung grimly to her 

g nee, firmly rejecting the unreal worlds the other 
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patients pressed on her 

'You may be/ she told a patient who introduced himself 
as Napoleon, 'though I doubt it I am Miss Hazelstone of 
Jacaranda House,' and even the staff learnt that it was 
unwise to address her simply as Hazelstone 

'Miss Hazelstone to you,' she snapped at a sister who 
made the mistake 

'One must keep up appearances,' she told Dr von 
Blimenstein, the psychiatrist who had been assigned to 
deal with the new patient, and who was trying vainly to get 
Miss Hazelstone to recognize the sexual origins of her 
illness Dr von Blimenstein was so wildly eclectic in her 
approach that it was difficult to tell which school of 
psychology she most favoured She was known to 
prescribe electric-shock therapy m unlimited doses to the 
black patients, but with whites placed particular stress on 
sexual guilt as the cause of psychoses She was so 
successful in this approach that she had once even 
managed to cure a keeper at the Durban Snake Park of his 
anxiety neurosis about snakes His phobia had, he claimed, 
been brought on by his having been bitten on forty-eight 
separate occasions by snakes as venomous and varied as 
puff-adders, cobras, Gabon vipers, ringhals and asps, each 
of which had brought him to the verge of death Dr von 
Blimstein had convinced the poor man that his fears were 
purely sexual in origin and resulted from a feeling of 
inadequacy brought on by the realization that his penis was 
neither so long nor so potent as a mature python and had 
sent him back to work at the Snake Park where three 
weeks later he had been bitten, this time with fatal results, 
by a black mamba whose length he had been trying to 
measure by comparing it with his own erect member which 
he knew to be six inches long 'Nine feet three inches,' he 
had just concluded, laying the mamba's head against his 
glttiis penis It was practically the last thing he could 
conclude, as the mamba with a ferocity fully justified by the 
absurd comparison plunged its fangs into its symbolic 
counterpart After that Dr von Blimenstein had turned 
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could ever condemn him for latitudinanan- 
Bishop lay down on the mat on the floor of his cell 
w 1C served as his bed and looked forward to the verdict 
ne was sure would free him 

he thought 

eer u y The judge will throw the prosecution case out 
ot court 


As usual with the Bishop of Barotseland's prognostications 
chosen *° P™''® 

rrii^i-k 1- j case was Justice Schalkwyk, whose 

j , ^ British concentration camp and who 

was noted both for his deafness and his loathing for all 

T, ‘c®® attorney for the defence, Mr Leopold 

likewise handicapped physically by a cleft 
Lf speeches almost inaudible, and who 

ruth^.f"^!:’'^^! tendency to defer to the 

defence L ° tde had been chosen to conduct the 

lived m ^ accused man's heirs, distant cousins who 
soeedinv section of Capetown and who hoped by 

unwe Icomf" i -ny further 

name Mr lar^ which would besmirch the family 

da^s before i?'f" Tu ' to see his client a few 

Konstabel Els ^ ‘hen only m the presence of 

an^a”lmo"s?^om'^ ‘f place m Bottom and was marked by 
'You thav vn ^ ^ inisunderstanding from the start 
tunate,' sa'd CjIcVscn" ' “"^^‘hion Motht unfor- 

'li waL vtaiTlr 'lt“w'"'’ “’\Bishop 

'Tln/-la J 1 tls It was made in here ' 

, r dureth, said Mr Jackson. 'Then it won't thtand 

'IttnvlS E?s*?Con‘' 

;».w ■i” 

i was made to stand up ^ 
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'You weren't,’ ‘;aid Els 'I let you sit down ' 

'So you did, snid the Bishop 
'Tho it w'athn't made under durcth, said Mr Jackson 
'1 told you just now’ It w’ls made in here,' said Els 
'It was partly made under duress,' said the Bishop 
'Don't listen to him,' said Els '1 know where it W’as made 
It was made in here ' 

'Wath it made in here?' asked Mr Jackson 
'Ycth,' said the Bishop, lapsing into legal jargon 
'There vou aic 1 told you it was,' said Els 
'There theemth to be thome confuthion,' said Mr 
Jackson 'What did you confeth to?' 

'Genuflexion with a rubber prick,' said Els hurriedly 
forestalling lesser crimes 
'Genuflecthion with a what?' Mr Jackson asked 
'He means a rubric, 1 think,' said the Bishop 
'1 don't I moan a rubber prick,' said Els indignantly 
'Thoundth a thrange thort of offenth,' said Mi Jackson 
'You're telling me,' said Els 

'1 thought thith wath a capital cathe,' said Mr Jackson 
'It IS,' said Els, 'I'm enjoying it no end ' 

'Genuflecthing ithn't a crime under Thouth African law ' 
'It IS with a rubber prick,' said Els 

'There was some other crimes in mv confession,' said the 
Bishop 

'Thuthch ath?' 

'Murder,' said the Bishop 
'Lesbianism,' said Els 

'Lethbianithm? Thatth impothible A man can't commit 
lethbianithm Are you thure you've got the right cathe?' 
Positive,' said Els 

'Would you mind allowing my client to thpeak for 
himthelf?' Mr Jackson asked Els 
'I'm just trying to help,' said Els aggrieved 
'Now then,' Mr Jackson went on, 'ith it true that you 
have admitted to being a lethbian?' ^ 

'As a matter of fact, yes,' said the Bishop 
'And a murdeier?' 
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'It does seem strange, doesn't it^' said the Bishop 
'It thoundth fantathtic What elth did you confeth?' 
The Bishop hesitated He did not want Mr Jackson to 
object to his confession before it was read out in court 
Everything depended on the absurdity of the document 
and Mr Jackson did not look like a lawyer who would 
understand that 

'I think I would prefer the case to go forward as it is,' he 
said, and excusing himself on the ground that he was tired, 
ushered the attorney out of the cell 
'Thee you on the day,' Mr Jackson said cheerily, and left 
Bottom 


It was not due to Mr Jackson however, that Jonathan 
Hazelstone's confession never reached the court in its 
unabridged version It was thanks rather to the 
conscientiousness of Luitenant Verkramp who, eager for 
praise, had sent a copy of the confession to BOSS in 
Pretoria The head of the Bureau of State Security found 
the document on his desk one morning and read the thing 
through with a growing sense of disbelief It wasn't that he 
was unused to reading extravagant confessions After all 
the Security Branch existed to manufacture them and he 
could boast that it had a reputation in this respect second to 
none One hundred and eighty days in solitary confine- 
ment and days of standing up without sleep while being 
ques lone ad the tendency to "produce some pretty’ 

fw suspects, but the confession 

noc f ^^nip ad sent him made all previous ones look 
positively tame 

thcnmVi f mind,' he said after ploughing 

flaeefl^f included necrophilia, 

he wi. but It was not certain which man 

members of "hTGov^nmenl BOS°s"dTT 

R;pJbr:rs' lWestern":;.v^r.Lmntnc:rn"nrr 

ou Africa and using the powers bestowed 
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on it by Parliament, ordered the suppression of nine-tenths 
of the confession Judge Schalkwyk was to try, convict, and 
condemn the prisoner, with no opportunity to appeal, on 
charges of murdering one Zulu cook and twenty-one 
policemen No other charges were to be preferred and no 
evidence prejudicial to State security was to be presented in 
court Grumbling furiously, the old Judge was forced in 
accordance with South African law to obey Jonathan 
Hazelstone was to be hanged, there must be no miscarriage 
of justice, but he was after all to be hanged for a lamb 


The trial took place in Piemburg and in the very courtroom 
in which the accused's father had made such a great 
reputation 

'The old order changeth,' Jonathan murmured to his 
lawyer as he took his seat m the dock Mr Jackson was not 
amused 

'It hardly becometh you to make mockery of my defect,' 
he said 'Bethideth from what I have heard you would do 
better to thay "The wortht ith yet to come " ' 

Mr Jackson for once was right The discovery that his 
confession had been expurgated came as the real shock of 
the trial to the Bishop In the adjournment that followed 
the announcement that he was only to be tried for murder, 
Jonathan consulted with his attorney 

'I thould plead inthanity It theemth your only chanth,' 
was Mr Jackson's advice 

'But I'm entirely innocent I had nothing to do with the 
murder of twenty-one policemen ' 

'1 darethay but it ith an unfortunate fact that you have 
confethed to killing them ' 

'I was forced to Why on earth should I want to murder 
them?' 

'I have no idea,' said Mr Jackson 'My clienth motiveth are 
alwayth a mythtery to me The point ith that the evidenth 
agamtht you theemth pretjy concluthive You had the 
opportunity and the weaponth were found in your 
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of his Standing long He'll be hanged shortly ' 

'I mean the privilege of being hanged in Piemburg 
Prithon It wath conferred on the family for perpetuity/ 
Mr Jackson tried to explain 

'Mr Jackson/ the Judge shouted, 'you are wasting my 
time and that of this court, not to mention that of your 
client who has little enough left of it as it is Perpetuity 
means the quality of preserving something from oblivion 
The quality of the sentence I have just passed is in intent 
quite the opposite I think I need say no more, and I should 
advise you to do the same ' 

Mr Jackson made one last effort 'Can my client be 
hanged in Piemburg Prithon?' he shouted 

Of -course he can,' the Judge yelled 'He has to be It's a 
long-standing privilege of the Hazelstone family ' 

Thank you,' said Mr Jackson As the court was cleared 
Jonathan Hazelstone was taken back to his cell in a state of 
numbed shock 
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I DID NOT spend much time in Oklahoma, partly on 
principle (it is a dry State) and partly because I arrived on 
Will Rogers' birthday and the shops were shut 

Oklahoma was at one time considered to be so useless 
that it was thoughtfully turned into a dumping ground for 
Indians, who were marched up from the South by the 
Army and died like flies on the way, thus demonstrating 
once again the superiority of the white race, who finished 
the trip as fresh as daisies Unfortunately, some time later a 
lot of Oil was discovered under the Osage Indian 
Reservation, and it began to look as though money was 
going to find its way into the wrong hands Suitable 
arrangements were hastily made, however, and I have no 
doubt that the Indians got some kind of compensation, 
such as the right to sell home-made shawls to trippers (As 
a matter of fact at more than one stage of my journey 
through the States I heard reckless talk about letting all 
Indians vote in elections Naturally I made no comment, 
but I hope they know what they're doing ) 
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Pu^-thermoie you have admitted in a thigned 
vour ° having killed them ] thuggetht vou change 

your plea from not guilty to guilty but mthane ' 
m not mthane, shouted the Bishop. 

^ come here to be inlhulted/ said Mr Jjckson 
' Ish.n'T' sorry ' 

'Inthanity it itT^^ finally 

!J.?'fPPose so,' said the Bishop 

went barf ^^‘'»c>ged,' said Mr Jackson They 

went back into the courtroom 

the Dmfpf ond of the afternoon 

had made nnT/ presented and Mr Jackson 

on the leniP ^ a reasoned defence He was relying 

owlo^s ■" °f ‘he accused's 

relatives ^ handpicked from close 

spoke with I n policemen, Judge Schalkwyk 

unusual for him'^''' ^ degree of impartiality quite 

certain that^h'Tp'^ niumbled, though it was 

prosecutmg counsePthTt'^:" 

crimes You accused committed these 

own eyes and VO h" ‘’’u confession with your 

that his ciient is ms heard the defence counsel's plea 
something to be saidTo that there is 
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murders of which he is accused He possessed, as we have 
heard from the expert evidence presented by the 
prosecution, both the opportunity and the means He was 
found in possession of the murder weapons and in the act 
of disposing of them His wallet and handkerchief were 
found at the scene of the crime, and he has given no 
adequate explanation of how they got there Finally, he has 
admitted in a signed confession that he was responsible for 
the murders I think 1 need say no more You and I both 
know that the defendant is guilty Now go away and come 
back and say so ' 

The jury filed out of the courtroom Two minutes later 
they returned Their verdict was unanimous Jonathan 
Hazelstone was guilty of murder twenty-one and a quarter 
times over 

In passing sentence Judge Schalkwyk allowed himself to 
depart from the lack of bias he had shown in his summing- 
up He took into account a previous conviction which 
concerned a motoring offence The convicted man had 
failed to give adequate notice of intention to make a left- 
hand turn at the intersection and as the Judge pointed out, 
this threatened the very existence of the South African 
constitution which was based on a series of consistent 
moves to the right 

'You are a threat to the values of Western civilization, 
said the Judge, 'and it is the duty of this court to stamp 
Communism out,' and he ordered the prisoner to be taken 
from the court and hanged by the neck until he was dead 
He was about to leave the courtroom when Mr Jackson 
asked to have a word with him in private 

'I would like to draw your Honour'th attention to a 
privilege which belongth to the Hazelthtone family,' he 
gurgled 

'The Hazelstone family doesn't have any privileges any 
more, 1 m glad to say,' said the Judge 

It'th a prerogative of long thtanding It dateth back to 
the dayth of Thir Theophiluth 
'Long standing what do you mean? There's no question 
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you have miners/ they said, 'you're boutid to have gambling 
and high life It's an historical fact "I suppose you're right/ 

I said, recalling the riotous nights I used to spend in the 
Lancashire coalfields m my youth, eating chipped potatoes 
until all hours and playing pontoon for matches 
Superficially, Las Vegas is something like Reno, but on 
closer inspection it proves to be even more like Blackpool 
during Wakes Week It is also wider open than Reno, 
probably because it's closer to the Equator There are fruit- 
machines everywhere (I found one in my boot-cupboard) 
and nothing ever closes, even if the sheriff comes in with a 
posse and takes away the floor-show in a wagon If ever a 
town was an embodiment of the old saw 'Americans know 
how to Ifve/ this is it I spent three whole days and nights 
smoking king-size cigarettes and shooting craps in an 
establishment as big as St Paul's, called the Diamond 
Studded Dollar, and that's a thing you couldn't do in 
Runcorn There was also some kind of cabaret turn going 
on — Yehudi Menuhin, or Zsa Zsa Gabor, or someone like ^ 
that — and every now and again the foundations of the 
place were shaken by an atomic explosion 

'Don't you ever feel,' I asked a croupier, 'rather like those 
people who were dancing on the eve of Waterloo?' 

'No/ said the croupier, 'I feel fine Only thing is, my feet 
hurt ' 

It was shortly after this that 1 happened to come across 
Texas — more or less by accident, really, owing to some 
mix-up about trains 

The truth is, I had thought I might glance at it as we 
passed through if I happened to be awake, for I had heard it 
was not without interest, if inclined to be flat However, 
finding myself set down on a remote wayside halt in a sort 
of field, and being assured that this was in fact Texas, I 
decided to occupy myself with a tour of investigation 
There was some time to wait before the next train, and I 
felt It would be churlish simply to sit in the waiting-room 

Nobody, by the way, could fail to be fascinated by 
American trains For one thing, they are the only trains I 



ALFX ATKINSON 


228 

know which go grinding and clanking through the very 
hearts of towns, at street level, preceded by a man with a 
red flag This gives rise to a peculiarity of American town- 
planning on one side of the tracks you will see theivell-to- 
do hanging about waiting for the jewellers' shops to open, 
while on the other side the poor will be grubbing for scraps 
in the trash-cans Then again, the trains always start from 
some vast echoing temple with a carillon and a misleading 
name (In New York they hav-’e a station called 
Pennsylvania, and in Philadelphia they presurhably have 
one called Kansas City, and so it goes on.) You can 
telephone from a tram if you are an accredited executive,* 
and even if you are not you can take a bath in a tram, or post 
a letter, or play deck tennis m the Lounge Hall, or get 
married, or enjoy a session of square-dancing m the 
Rumpus Coach, or order a grey flannel suit The back of 
each train is open to the sky, with a railing. These draughty 
pphos are for the convenience of passengers who happen to 
be running for President They are allow'ed to hav^e the 
tram stopped at every cross-roads so that they can lean 
over the rail and promise a handful of innocent bystanders 
that they're going to introduce piped water and raise the 
price of hogs 

The sleeping arrangements are sensational, the bunks 
being placed one above another along each side of the 
coach, and hidden behind curtains Nobody is ever quite 
certain which bunk is which, so that a great part of the 
night is taken up with people in dressing-gowns lurching 
up and down the centre aisle, opening and closing curtains 
until the whole train is m an uproar To add to the dm, the 
engine-driver sounds his siren on the slightest provoca- 
tion, and if he hasn't a siren he tolls a bell instead In the 
day-coach the travelling salesmen, m their two-tone shoes, 

with root beer and draw poker, while 
the box-cars and cattle-trucks areJoud with the snores of 
hoboes, escaped convicts, bums, bank-robbers, thimble- 

^I'gher than the boy who fills the inkwells is an executive He has a 



229 


The Eves of Texas are Upon You 

riggers, migratory roustabouts and missing persons, some 
with prices on their heads One way and another it's just 
about as lively as the night boat from Holyhead to Dun 
Laoghaire 

The coaches have sunshine roofs They are pressurized, 
dustproof, pollen-proof, air-conditioned, sterilized, oblong, 
mothproof, shrink-resisting, stabilized, rustproof and 
antiseptic The staff includes a resident manicurist, first- 
and second-class dentists, peanut vendors, the editor of the 
Train Newspaper, and a porter who wakes you with a glass 
of iced water at three in the morning to warn you that your 
station IS less than five hundred miles away 

It was through the helpful enthusiasm of one such 
minion that I found myself standing on this lonely platform 
watching the train's rear light disappearing up an arroyo 
'Look here,' I said angrily to a man with a green eyeshade, 
who was tapping out messages for Western Union in the 
ticket-office, 'this doesn't look much like San Francisco to 
me I thought there was supposed to a bridge?' 

'San Francisco?' said the man with the eyeshade 
suspiciously 'What's that?' 

Then, as I simultaneously heard the lowing of distant 
shorthorns and noticed that the man was tall and lean and 
wore high heels, the truth dawned on me This was the 
Lone Star State, birthplace of Ken Maynard, Ginger 
Rogers and Dwight D Eisenhower' 

Without much more ado I asked him to keep an eye on 
my baggage, and stepped outside to look the place over 
Perhaps I can best give you some idea of the extent of 
Texas if I tell you that it is very considerably smaller than 
Australia and British Somaliland put together As things 
stand at present there is nothing much the Texans can do 
about this, and I noticed that they are inclined to shy away 
from the subject in ordinary conversation, muttering 
defensively about the size of oranges Roughly speaking, 
Texas is the strip of land that separates Oklahoma from 
Mexico It is chiefly used for pasture, although it produces 
more helium and mohair than any other State ('Texas 
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Leads the World in Mohair!' is a familiar cry in the streets 
of Laredo ) Other products include spinach, pecan nuts, 
fuller's earth, oil, and shrimps 

The dry-as-dust historical background is as follows 
Texas broke away from Mexican rule after the slaughter of 
Davy Crockett in the Mission San Antonio de Valero. (The 
Mission San Antonio de Valero being too long a name for 
anyone to remember, they changed it to the Alamo. Even a 
child could remember the Alamo ) Texas then blossomed 
out as an independent nation under its able ruler Sam 
Houston, who presently, in a fit of depression, suggested 
that the place should become a Crown Colony of Great 
Britain This charming development having been avoided 
in the nick of time, Texas finally agreed to join the Union 
on its own terms, one of which was that it should be freely 
acknowledged and admitted, once and for all, preferably in 
an amendment to the Constitution, that Texas has the 
prettiest girls in the world, not to mention the longest dark 
brown man-made navigable underground collapsible 
viaduct Since then Texas and the US have gotten along 
splendidly 

Texans, quite apart from being tall and lean, turned out 
to be short and stout, hospitable, stingy to a degree, 
generous to a fault, even-tempered, cantankerous, doleful, 
and happy as the day is long The men wear bootlace 
neckties on account of the pioneer influence (the pioneers 
always carried a spare pair), and the women, on account of 
the Spanish influence, hanker after haciendas and turn up at 
the Saturday afternoon rodeos in mantillas In the south 
they also drink a good deal of tequila, which is a spirit made 

trom the juice of the cactus It has to be taken with a pinch 
of salt 

^ Texan I had previously met in New York 
IWe had both been entertained by two gentlemen in a bar 
on ixth Avenue, and the Texan had succeeded in buying a 
ric ° solid gold from them at a bargain price — much to 
my chagrin, for I'd set my heart on it ) He had a typical 
exan ranch-house, with a log fire in every room. 
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Chippendale ironing boards, Staffordshire china, a view of 
the Gulf, monogrammed scatter rugs, a wife like last year's 
Miss Rheingold and a daughter like next year's His 
convertible was brand new, but he had had it impregnated 
with a special concoction to make it smell of very old 
leather and spaniels It was fitted with a shower, a herb 
garden, a folding boudoir, an ashtray, and an electric device 
for sharpening scythes, which was new to me, and didn't 
work 

I suppose Texas is principally famous for the statue of 
Popeye m Crystal City It is a momentous work, certainly, 
but I must say I saw several other things which seemed 
worthy of mention In San Antonio, for example, there are 
poverty-stricken Mexicans of the most picturesque and 
photogenic nature imaginable, while a little to the south 
lies a farm called the King Ranch, ruled over by semi-feudal 
barons and noticeably smaller than metropolitan France 

Texas is certainly a region of superlatives In the 
university I saw the largest collection of mystery stories in 
existence, and in Pecos County I saw the deepest hole In 
Jacksonville I was introduced to the ugliest dog m the 
world, m Dallas I used the bluntest knife, in Austin I slept 
on the hardest bed, and on Robinson Boulevard, El Paso, I 
heard the oldest joke Also, Texans wear far bigger hats 
than anybody else, and one can't help wondering why 

All the same, Texas is a pretty little place, and I don't care 
who hears me say it, within reason I'm glad I was able to fit 
it in I shall long remember the sound of mission bells 
wafting across the mesas full of cotton, the millionaires 
playing pitch and toss for chains of hotels in the cocktail 
bars of Houston, the pearl-grey Stetsons of the bootblacks 
in Dallas, the cowhands singing all night long in the streets 
of Fort Worth, and the stripper m the Amarillo night-spot 
who had to do her act behind a barbed-wire entanglement 
on paymghts And, just to be on the safe side, I shall 
remember the Mission San Antonio de Valero 
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1 HAVE ONLY kept silent so long because the English 
gentleman in me shies, like one of my own hunters, j 
idea of betraying a woman But when Miss Nancy Mitfor 
explicitly states that by a person's vocabulary you may 
recognize his or her class, and implicitly suggests that by 
her own vocabulary — e g , the use of 'writing-paper for 
'notepaper' — we may recognize her as upper-class (U; 
rather than lower-middle-class (non-U), my noblesse refuses 
to oblige 

If language is (as I devoutly believe) an historical 
indicator of social status, then Miss Mitford's status as 
revealed by her language is open to the ghastliest 
misgiving Since my own reputation as an etymologist has 
always been modestly confined to a limited academic circle, 
I prefer to emphasize this misgiving by quotation from the 
more widely accepted, historically incontrovertible Oxford 
English Dictionary 

Miss Mitford says that 'They have a very lovely home is 
non-U for 'They've a very nice house' (U) 
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House [con with verbal root hud- of hydan — to HIDE, 
from Indo-European stem keudh-] 1 A building for 
human habitation b The portion of a building 
occupied by one tenant or family 2 A place of 
worship, a temple, a church b An inn, tavern 1550 3 
A building for the keeping of cattle, birds, plants, 
goods, etc , 1503 c A boarding-house attached to a 
public school f A place of business 
Home [Old English ham] 1 A village or town 2 A 
dwelling-place, house, abode, the fixed residence of a 
family or household, one's own house, the dwelling in 
which one habitually lives, or which one regards as 
one's proper abode The place of one's dwelling or 
nurturing, with its associations 1460 

You see? There were these Indo-European Mitfords 
skulking in Christian churches or hiding in their portions 
of buildings (designed for cattle and birds and plants and 
goods) which they later turned into taverns, boarding- 
houses and places of business — while we Old English 
Dehns were dwelling and being nurtured (from about 1460 
onwards) in whole villages, towns, fixed residences and 
proper abodes with associations We may even, without 
knowing it, have harboured an Abou Ben Mitford in one of 
our granaries After what fashion, you may ask, can he 
have lived there? Listen 

'U-speakers,' says Miss Mitford, 'eat luncheon in the 
middle of the day and dinner in the evening Non-U speakers 
have their dinner in the middle of the day ' 

Now luncheon, as any fool etymologist knows, is an 
expanded form of the older word lunch (derived from LUMP 
on the analogy of hump, hunclji, bump, bunch) It means 'A 
piece, a thick piece' 

Luncheon 1 = LUNCH 2 A repast taken between 
two meal-times, esp in the morning Still so applied by 
those who dine at midday With others, luncheon 
denotes a less ceremonious meal than dinner 
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Dinner [Middle English diner] The chief meal of the 
day, eaten originally, and still by many, about midday, 
but now, by the fashionable classes, in the evening 

Under Dinner, note the pejorative antithesis between 
'originally' (/ e , traditionally) and 'now' (fashionably, 
ephemerally) We Dehns have always kept up our 
mediaeval family practice of 'dining at midday', while the 
Mitfords (slightingly referred to in the O E D as 'others') 
less ceremoniously gnaw and chumble their thick pieces 
between two civilized meal-times What do they actually 
eat? 'Greens', says Miss Mitford, 'is non-U for U vegetables ' 

Greens. Green vegetables such as are boiled for the 
table 1725 

Vegetable. 1 A living organism belonging to the 
lower of the two series of organic beings, a growth 
devoid of animal life 2 An edible herb or root used for 
human consumption and commonly eaten, either 
cooked or raw, with meat or other articles of food 
1767 

Mark that commonly' Half a century after my family had 
first eaten decently cooked greens, these upstart Mitfords 
arrived by caravan from God knows where behind the 
Karakorams and began commonly chewing roots, raw 

growths devoid of life, and low, living organisms It makes 
one sick 

\ they eat between meals? 'Sweet,' says Miss 

Mitford, 'is non-U for U pudding ' 

Sweet [Middle English] 1 That which is sweet to the 
taste, something having a sweet taste b A sweet food 
or drink 

Pudding [Middle English poding, deriv unkn ] I 1 
1 he stomach or one of the entrails of a pig, sheep or 
ot er animal, stuffed with minced meat, suet, 
seasoning, etc , boiled and kept till needed, a kind of 
sausage 2 Bowels, entrails, guts II 1 A preparation 
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of food of a soft or moderately firm consistency, in 
which the ingredients, animal or vegetable, are either 
mingled in a farinaceous basis, or are enclosed in a 
farinaceous crust, and cooked by boiling or steaming 
Preparations of batter, milk and eggs, rice, sago, 
suitably seasoned and cooked by baking, arc now also 
called puddings 

It will not, I assure you, be pleasant — as I traditionally eat 
my sweet food and drink my sweet drink — to think of these 
hirsute, half-naked, Transcaucasian Mitfords spooning up 
great helpings of batter, rice and suitably seasoned sago or 
(at worst) of guts, entrails and even bowels cooked by 
steaming And where, I should like to know, did they find 
the pigs whose stomachs they stuffed and kept (under their 
straw pallets?) till needed? In one of our family sties, no 
doubt Tartar nomads who live furtively in portions of 
buildings designed for cattle are not immune from such 
temptations 

What do they do when they have finished their savage 
meal? 'Serviette,' says Miss Mitford,'is exaggeratedly non-U 
usage for napkin ' 

Now the O E D is quite right in saying of serviette 
'latterly considered vulgar' Naturally it was so considered 
— by the sort of Mongolian immigrants who reached 
England latterly enough to be ignorant that we born-and- 
bred, dyed-in-the-wool Englishmen were using the word 
as early (says the O E D ) as 1489 It means, and meant 
then, 'a table-napkin' And how disturbing to find that the 
word napkin, if not preceded by the cumbersome prefix table-, 
can mean 'an infant's diaper' It must be small comfort for 
Miss Mitford to know that her ancestors were at least 
civilized enough to provide their infants with diapers when 
she has to weigh such knowledge against the unspeakably 
nauseous use of these same diapers to to but, no 
One's gorge heaves Quick' My serviette' 

Did they wash? Not, it appears, until 1656 'Toilet,' says 
Miss Mitford, is 'non-U for lavatory' 
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Toilet. A dressing-room, m U.S esp., a dressing- 
room furnished with bathing facilities 
Lavatory. An apartment with apparatus for 
washing the hands and face, now often combined with 
water-closets, etc 1656 A laundry 1661 A place for 
washing gold 1727 

It was m 1495, some months after Columbus' return from 
America, that my family installed the first New World 
'toilet' at Dehn Towers Even then it was far in advance of 
the primitive 'apparatus' occasionally to be found in those 
portions of buildings inhabited by the vagabond Mitfords. 
We have called it the Toilet for four-and-a-half centuries 
After 1727 we had a Lavatory, too, of course, but only for 
washing gold 

A very painful composite-picture now emerges of the 
Mitford sect — which I hope will finally put paid to their 
fantastic social pretensions I see them, these huge, swart, 
hispid gipsies, after their mid-morning meal of lumps — 
stomachs distended with suet and entrails, their mouths 
streaming with raw roots and lower organisms whose tell- 
tale traces they have been unable to wipe away with a 
hastily snatched-up baby's diaper They rush to the 
washing-apparatus combined with water-closet in that 
portion of the cow-byre which tribal custom forbids them 

to call home And what do they find? Nothing but writing- 
paper 

It's amazing that the line isn't extinct But then 
barbarians are notoriously hardy 
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The Zimbabwe Government this week announced the formation of a new 
national news agency to be known as the Zimbabwe Inter African News 
Agency — The Times 

THE GLEAMING MERCEDES sped down the dusty, rutted 
road, its grinning chauffeur proceeding with his right 
elbow planted on the horn and his left leg dangling idly 
through a hole in the floor This had been made, he 
thought, by an unswept landmine the previous week, but it 
allowed a cooling breeze to whistle up his fine frogged 
trousers and caused his jacket, tricked out with shiny 
Death's Head buttons and heavy gold epaulettes, to flap 
and billow The windscreen had been stolen the night 
before and its absence made his eyes water, later he would 
visit one of the unattended car parks in the city to find a 
replacement of approximately the same size, but now, 
tearing across a dry river bed, there was a thunderous 
report and a bell-like clang as the exhaust fell off He 
glanced around at the back seat, wondering whether the 


238 ALEXANDER PRATER 

sudden lurch and clamour had been noted, but the boss, 
frowning heavily and giving little grunts of interest, 
seemed deeply immersed in a book called JANET AND JOHN 
FIND OUT ABOUT JOURNALISM Minutes later they squealed 
to a halt before the office and the chauffeur sprang out and 
swung open the rear door The boss put the book in his 
shiny new briefcase and sighed Then, his movements slow 
and deliberate, he loosened his tie, rolled up his sleeves, 
placed a green eye-shade on his head and stuck a pencil 
behind his ear 'You're fired,' he said, and then he got out 
The editor had arrived 

As he walked into his agency, the News Desk personnel 
sprang to attention Nodding at them, he threw himself 
down behind his desk and tossed a few dog biscuits to the 
office bat, a ferocious carnivore that hung upside down, 
snarling, from the framed portrait of President Banana 
'So what's new?' he said 

His star reporter, Mwanga, cleared his throat Mwanga 
was young and keen and wore a battered fedora on the back 
of his head 'I have a great story, mboss,' he said, eagerly 
About a man who mbit a lion ' 

The editor looked up Janet and John had mentioned 
something along very similar lines 'Tell me more,' he said 
H'e ran amok,' said Mwanga, 'due to his wife having 
congress with a traffic warden m the mback of my cousin 
Hugh's Ndatsun Cedric ' 

The editor pondered a moment 'You'd have to open your 
tai gate in the Cedric, he said 'Otherwise your feet would 
stick out the window And if they mbumped the knobs they 
cou inadvertently open the mboot or start the mblinkers 
going^ He pursed his lips and blew a kiss at the bat 'The lion 
wasn t in me Cedric too, was it? You're not telling me that 
e man, his vision impaired because his head was under 
e seat, gave the lion a love mbite in error, are you?' 
o, sir, said Mwanga 'A Volkswagen camper would be 

needed tor that sort of arrangement Well, mbeast that 

5 1 

Quite so So fill me in on the story, Mwanga, then you 
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can mbang it out and we'll get it on the tapes Be on the 
world's mbreakfast tables tomorrow morning, carrying 
our ndateline, your mby-line ' 

'The lion has been stuffed,' said Mwanga, ' and turned 
into a cocktail cabinet It belongs to the wronged 
husband — who is actually my cousin Hugh, a trader in 
mbells and ngongs — and when he was told of the incident 
he had two large gins and a cigar, then he began frothing at 
the mouth and clamped it around the lion's ear ' 

There was a silence The editor sighed 'So Hugh got 
plastered and mbit a piece of furniture Can you imagine 
my friend Rees-Mogg shaking with excitement and 
screaming at them to hold the presses when he reads that?' 

Mwanga shuffled his feet and hung his head 'Nice little 
human interest item,' he muttered 'Needs a witty 
treatment, of course ' 

The editor leant forward and addressed his staff in 
ringing tones 'What I want,' he proclaimed, 'are ma)or 
natural disasters of the kind Janet and John recommend — 
earthquakes, volcanic eruptions, tidal waves and so forth I 
want planes crashing into mountains nnd trains crowded 
with pilgrims plunging into foaming gorges I want people 
trapped on the roofs of mblazmg skyscrapers I want it 
raining lizards I want Siamese quins and three-headed 
ngoats I want prison riots and epidemics, you remember 
what Janet says on page 36? "There is nothing the intrepid 
journos of Fleet Street like mbetter, mboys and ngirls, than 
a jolly good outbreak of plague or an epidemic of killer flu " 
I want corruption m high places Iwantwars Iwantmurder, 
famine and armed insurrection I want scoops^' 

The newsmen shifted about, looking miserable One of 
them muttered, 'I hear there is a midwife at Bulawayo who 
tears up telephone directories ' 

The editor bared his teeth in a terrible sneer 
Mr Ndongo, the news editor, murmured, 'At Shabani 
public library you can get spanking magazines and German 
mbondage literature behind the Reference Section ' 

The editor's sneer ran from ear to ear 
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The atmosphere around the News Desk was heavy with 
despair Suddenly, though, they were distracted by a 
pounding at the door Mwanga opened it cautiously and 
the chauffeur fell through His uniform was stained with 
sweat and his peaked cap, embellished with a Screaming 
Eagle, was on back to front and rammed hard down over 
his rolling eyes '^Mboss*' he gasped, collapsing on a chair 
I've ngot a story'' 

'Oh, Mafekmg's been relieved, ha? it?' Mwanga 
muttered sourly 'Or is there news from Rorke's Drift?' 

The chauffeur ignored him 'I was wandering around the 
Parliament House car park,' he said, breathlessly, 'looking 
for some new components for the Merc I spotted this nice 
mbig ngreen 300 SL and went to work on it with my 
screwdriver and monkey wrench. Well, I had just removed 
the tinted windscreen when I happened to notice 
something inside ' 

A hush lay over the News Desk The editor's face wore 
an expression of keen interest 'Ngo on,' he said 

On the front seat was a pile of ndocuments ' He paused 
I had a little look and couldn't mbelieve my eyes ' 

Let me see,' said the editor. 

The chauffeur reached down into the front of his shirt 
He produced four hubcaps, a push-button radio, two 
sheepskin seat covers, various cassettes, a tartan travelling 
rug— and a brown manila folder which, wordlessly, he 
handed to the editor 

The editor flicked it open 'Ngood Ngod,' he murmured, 
after a moment 

'What IS It?' said Mr Ndongo 

Zimbabwe Tobacco Growers' Association have 
ormed a secret consortium to mbuy the London Times/ he 
sai Ian Smith is to be editor. Bishop Abel Muzorewa will 
run the Sports Desk and the Rev Ndabaningi Sithole the 
erronst s Page That is to consist of news, gossip and 
use ul tips for guerrillas everywhere — how, for example, 
o wa undetected through a police checkpoint with a 
an grenade in your mouth. There is to be a Smoking 
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Correspondent too, who will write pithy and trenchant 
pieces about the virtues of Zimbabwe tobacco three times a 
week and who will probably replace Mbernard Levin ' 

'Ndid I ndo well, mboss?' the chauffeur murmured 'Am I 
taken on again?' 

The editor nodded 'You have ndone very well,' he said 
'That IS the kind of spirit and enterprise I want to see 
around here Yes, I am taking you on again, but I have a 
new )ob for you From now on you will take charge of the 
News Desk ' 

'But what about me?' said Mr Ndongo, a highly respected 
figure with three weeks' Overseas Experience 

The editor examined him 'Can you ndrive, Ndongo?' 

'Why, yes, mboss, of course I've been knocking around 
in the old Ndaimler for twenty years now ' 

'Then you shall be my new chauffeur Come with me 
We must get down to Parliament House to check this story 
out ' 

The door closed behind them The stunned reporters 
heard the Mercedes start up and move uncertainly away 
There was a muffled crash as, cannonading repeatedly off 
the pavement, it lost its suspension, then it accelerated 
around a corner and was gone 
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^ SAID there only one peom in the english language 

® 8 The Brook which chater chater as it flo my dear it is 
obviously a girlie just like fotherington-tomas However 
there are other peoms which creep in from time to time 
there is one which go 


Harfleag har fleag harfleag onward 
Into the er rode the 600 . 


There are as well lars porsena of clusmm elegy in country 

george and chevy chase 
y ^^g to do with dafodils is also grate favourite of 
eng IS masters but then nothing is beyond them they 
wi even set burns (rabbie) who is uterly weedy. 

^ easy to be topp in english and sometimes you 
y md yourself even getting interested If that happens 

course you can always draw junctions and railway lines 
on your desk viz 
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LXPRESSION 

Sometimes cnglish mnslcrs maVc you mt I peonr^ chi? thiz 
chiz vou have to sa the \\ecd\ words and spoke them 
beaitfully as if you knew what they meant Totherington- 
tomas thinks this is absolutely super and when he sa he 
wander lonely as a cloud you think he will flolc out of the 
window Some cads roters and swots love to read they beg 
for the chance and put their hands upsaingsir sir sir please 
sir as if they are in agony English masters who arc 
always perverse then sa molesworth goon CHIZ 

SIR THE BURIAL SIR OF SIR JOHN MOORE SIR AT CORUNNA SIR 
{A tiller from ZB they arc toe! ai.d i will tuougli litem up after ) 

Notadrumwahcardnotafuneralnote 
shut up peason larffing 
As his corse 
As his corse 

what IS a corse sir? gosh is it 

to the rampart we earned 

{whisper you did tiol kno your voice was so lovely) 

Not a soldier discharged his farewell shot 
-- PING' 

Shut up peason i know sir he's blowing peas at me 
Oer the grave where our hero we buried 

(A pause a grave bow i retire and Egad' peason liav placed a dainty pm 
upon mine seat Fie') 

Occasionally you can work a wizard wheeze that the 
english master reads This is not so difficult becos all 
masters like to show how it should be done They look very 
grave turn the pages and announce 

THE RETURN OF THE CHIFF-CHAFF 
The class palpitate with excitement at the prospect of so 
exciting a story Master slowly and sadly cast his eye to the 
ceiling and then down to the book while pupils prepare 
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Hugh dumps of ammunition, train guns and ease atomic 
catapults 

MagISTER (in a deep sad voice) The chiff-chaff, the common 
warbler of his moorland district, was now abundant, 
more so than anywhere else in England (BONK) two or 
three were flitting about (eeeauowoooo — WAM) within a 
few feet of my head give me that peashooter 
molesworth and a dozen at least were singing within 
hearing (ur-ur-ur-ur-ur-ur) chiff-chaffing near and if this 
noise continues i shall stop reading and give you some 
parsing far, their notes sounding strangely loud at that 
still, sequestered spot (CRASH BONK WAM WHlZZ) 
Listening to that insistent sound I was reminded of 
Warde Fowler's words please sir, molesworth is 
strangling me stand on your chair molesworth CRASH 
words about the sweet season which brings new life and 
hope to men there is no need to cry fotherington-tomas 
and now a BONK and BANG is CRASH on it by that same 
bird s ur-ur-ur-ur-ur-ur eeeauowooo — 

(MAGISTER continues nothing can stop him while the ELEVES 
disport themselves inertly each small one to his own inclinations It is 
thus indeed that n molesworth acquired that grate love for enghsh 

lAru ^ com/oH to him in later years hem-hem 

What It all amounts tons that enghsh is chiefly a matter of 
marksmanship You can always come topp if you lay the 
rest of the class out but as auden sa so witily no cracked 
shot can hit every time Ho fie lo egad and away for it is the 
BELL and it tolleth for me cheers cheers cheers 
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'LADIES AND GENTLEMEN/ Reinhart began, drunk as a lord, 
and then brayed in laughter, for their titles might be many, 
but never those two He began again to himself, while the 
persons of the audience stirred respectfully 'Whores, 
pimps, cutthroats, degenerates, and fiends,' an address 
that better suited his drunken compulsion towards the 
truth 'Uh,' he went on, 'you may smoke ' Several people 
instantly lighted brown-paper cigarettes that exuded a 
sweetish aroma, and two felonious types, propped against 
the left wall, took the liberty to dram a flat pint of maroon 
liquid 

Reinhart bowed slightly from the waist, which motion 
caused the turban to pitch forward and strike the top rim of 
his sunglasses He adjusted the headdress, being careful 
not to brush the fake mustache attached to his upper lip 
with library paste, which was pulling his mouth into a 
sneer as it dried — a purely physical phenomenon, for this 
was the first time he had been the cynosure of a roomful of 
moral lepers and consequently had never felt less 
disdainful 
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The Maker, priceless man, as good as his word, had given 
a hundred cents' value for every dollar, not only had he 
collected an audience and, tapping the cleaner's power 
cable, brought light, he also found boxes, kegs, stacked 
newspapers, stools, and even a chair or two, for there had 
not been a seat in the house He posted the wall-notices he 
had earlier characterized as essential, adding one that read 
GOD IS WACHING YOU He directed his scouts in a quick 
policing-up of the store' there were rats to rout, fallen 
plaster to sweep, and a grocery counter, dating from Big 
Ruthie days, to find under a Matterhorn of trash It was 
behind this counter that Reinhart now supported himself, 
knee against the lower shelf where stood his half-empty 
rirth of gin, another provision of the Maker's 

Splendor, who was personally responsible for Reinhart's 
^ orator, had proved a complete washout 

plendor. Splendor,' Reinhart had called down to him on 
the couch 'Are you sick?' 

1 nonchemical interne had revolved agate eyes in the 
ig o the torch, moaning 'Very ' He rolled against the 
wal , tace to it, the way people show defeat in novels His 
turban lay m the debris of the floor 

fright?' asked Reinhart. 'Not you 
urhni your Debating Contest speech before the 

^ believe you defended war, while that 
^ Angelica Slimp took the opposing view ' 

^ from Henry Five, by William 

Shakespeare, Splendor admitted with a faint smile 

verv breach, dear friends " Ah, but I feel 

very grply at present ' 

an^thp n^if can't sleep now. It's after eight 

SHendnr^.? ' He took the light off 

'Nobodv'Q^*^^ d^ected it upon the leprous wall 
for what/ ^ Nobody cares You strive, and 

'But wp' r electricity turned off ' 

audience Maker's collecting an 

pretty uunW just great I thought your idea was 

pretty punk until tonight Now I'm enthusiastic Really' 
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Hahaha ' Reinhart turned and kicked an old carton through 
the back window 

With the flashlight on him again. Splendor said 
irrelevantly ^You don^t know what it^s like not being 
respectable Your mother didnY run off with Henry Bligh 
But in sympathy Reinhart fervently wished she had, and 
he said, 'I'm sorry ' 

'My parents used to play cards every Friday night One 
evening Seneca Bligh and my father sat there three hours 
waiting for their partners — ^who actually had long departed 
to St Louis by Greyhound bus Well, you've seen my 
father ' 

'I've met Mrs Bligh as well,' Reinhart answered 'But it 
was fortunate that you are grown up and not a little child 
on whom such a thing would be crushing — that you have 
your plans and ideas and can't be fazed ' 

'True,' Splendor said very weakly Big Ruthie's sofa had 
very high ends, and he hung between them like a vacant 
hammock 

'Anyhow,' Reinhart went on, 'what is respectability? 
Pretty boring if you ask me and furthermore a false 
category What we want is a celebration of life, because 
we've only got one ' 

'True But now Dr Goodykuntz writes that the tuition 
fee I already paid doesn't cover the genuine parchment 
diploma with seal of fourteen-carat gold ' 

'How much?' 

'Twenty-five dollars, and it's unethical to practise 
without it Why can't we postpone the meeting until next 
week?' 

'Splendor, Splendor,' chided Reinhart 'Are you losing 
your faith in Dr Goodykuntz? I must say you're 
disappointing me, my dear fellow Remember that the 
weather’s sure to be far worse in Pocatello and if Dr 
Goodykuntz has contracted to give an address tonight, he 
IS already at the auditorium, pouring out inspiration and 
healing multitudes of sufferers ' 

Splendor sal up and groped on the floor for his turban 
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'You've shamed me. Carlo Disregard the foregoing 
negativism It's quite true that I am very ill, I may indeed 
have cancer No' — he threw a hand towards Reinhart — 'no 
demonstration. I'm not whining. If this burning pain in my 
solar plexus gets worse, I may have to go to Pocatello for 
treatment You see, the pity is that the physician cannot 
heal himself, the conjunction of two life forces is called for 
But first, my work is cut out for me.' 

He rose to his feet, and at the same moment the lights 
came on — one ceiling bulb behind the partition and sev^eral 
out front 

'There you are’' cried Reinhart 'The balloon is going up ' 
Soon they heard noises of the arriving audience Now 
that he had called Splendor back to duty, Reinhart again 
became reluctant to associate himself with the project His 
reluctance turned to terror when, spying around the 
partition, he saw the Maker's confederates bring in seating 
facilities and the Maker's chattering girls prepare to use 
them. The truth was, whores disturbed Reinhart, turning 
down their solicitations always made him feel like a great 
swine In London during the war, he had frequently been 
almost moved to counter sidewalk propositions with an 
offer of marriage Instead of desire, he felt guilt, for the 
likes of him and a handful of silver, such a woman would 
recline and accept penetration This was the female 
principle reduced to absurdity 

When he turned back to assure his friend that prospects 
were bright, he saw only an empty turban rolling across 
the floor from the open window, the bee had fled its hive 

So what do we do now?^ asked the Maker, when that 

person appeared a moment later from the front of the 
store 

Nicholas Graves was uproariously pleased at Splendor's 
thght He chortled so strenuously that he choked, and one 
dym'?' beyond the partition 'Baby, you 

He ordered her not to embarrass him, and said to 

ein art I tole you, I tole you’ He never been with it, man. 
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like you and me He simply run back to noplace 

'Then I guess that does it/ Reinhart said 'Tell everybody 
to go home — and you can keep the money, you^earned it 
Too bad I think he's got something, though it's clogged 
And you hardly ever run across anybody who believes m 
anything nowadays So you can't exactly call him yellow, 
since a coward wouldn't have had the idea in the first place 
I suppose he's just normal, poor guy ' 

'There you are>' the Maker shouted Them folks should 
blow while you shoot me this wisdom in the back room? 
Man, you got your chance* How often do you find that, 
nowadays or never?' 

Standing before the audience, Reinhart realized that the 
Maker's adjuration had probably been sinister He could 
not really believe that Reinhart was eloquent, therefore he 
undoubtedly played the sadist, and his furnishing the 
I orator with disguise, bottle of Dutch nerve, and 
extravagant encouragement was but the instrumentation of 
•, his malice His roomful of thugs and bawds were to be 
^ amused by a Caucasian buffoon. One White Crow 
' The drying paste had now drawn Reinhart's upper lip 
' into a pronounced snarl This was the first time he had ever 

worn a mask other than that issued him by Nature He 
' stared through the dark-purple sunglasses, on loan from 
’ the Maker's aide Winthrop, at an especially menacing 
criminal, almost as big as himself in the front row of seats 
This man wore sideburns which ran down to his mouth, 
and on the remainder of his face someone had scored a 
chessboard with a very dull knife It was doubtful that he 
!>’ had obeyed the doorside sign prohibiting weapons, and 
impractical to brood about, since he secured his trousers 
with a garrison belt terminating in a six-mch buckle of solid 
c' lead and both sets of his knuckles were ranks of iron rings 
c" begemmed with broken glass He was a terrible, dreadful, 
evil sight, and returned Reinhart's stare through 
protuberant eyes like the business ends of blunt 
1'‘ instruments 
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Reinhart ducked beneath the counter and took another 
quick shot of gin While he was there he heard a brute 
comment from the savage he had temporarily permitted to 
outface him- 'Come on, shit or git off the pot*' 

'You*' said Reinhart, bobbing up 'You there, that just 
spoke Come up here ' 

If the man had been frightening before, he was now a 
perfect horror He licked his lips and spat between his 
mastodon feet In a nonchalant movement of his right 
hand, he plucked up a small brown neighbor and hurled 
him at the counter 

'Be of good cheer, brother,' said Reinhart to the victim, 
who was apparently carried about by the big man for just 
such demonstrations of contempt. To the brute he said 
'No, I must have you Denying the power of the Prime 
Mover is hopeless That's what Simon Peter did and he was 
turned into a rock on which was built the Catholic Church 
Now I'm going to count to five and say a bit of Latin, which 
is the tongue of that faith, and if you're not off that box by 
the time I finish and standing up here like a man — ' 
Praise God and not the Devil,' shouted one of the 
Maker s male shills from the other side of the room 
The criminal lowered his eyes and muttered at his shoes 
Ah cut anybody who bruise me with Latin, goddammit 
Listen to him take the Mighty name in vain, brethren 
and cistern* said Reinhart 'Poor Simon Peter*' 

'Now don't you call me that,' warned the thug, fiddling 
with his leaden buckle Nevertheless, he was embarrassed, 
and dug a cigarette from his jacket pocket and broke it into 
pieces Ah dint come here to be called out of my name 
'What IS your name, brother?' 

Stony Jack, answered the big man's little victim, who 
had reseated himself 
'I don't mean you ' 

Neither do I, said the small man, who had a bad right eye 
like a cracked marble 1 mean him ' 

'Sionyi' shouted Reinhart 'What did I tell you about Peter 
becoming a rock? Your name is already petrified, brother ' 



251 


Blacked Up 

'All right/ grumbled the monster 'I'm comm' Just don't 
go laying any Latin on me ' Erect, he was larger than 
Reinhart, and carried his great shoulders as an ox a yoke 
'Just put your back against the counterfront, brother, 
and face the audience,' Reinhart ordered, smirking 
drunkenly 'There's nothing to be afraid of The Latin I 
promised was sic transil gloria tnundt and that can work as well 
for the good as for the bad ' 

From the bloc of prostitutes in the center of the 
audience, a girl sprang up and announced her name as 
Gloria Monday Like her sisters-in-law, she was dressed 
exceedingly drab and had a voice to match, Reinhart saw 
that streetwalking was a pretty dreary business, not in the 
least exotic or even sexy 

'Very well, Gloria, you come up here too ' 

While she was on her way. Stony Jack glowered at 
Reinhart 'I got to stand here with a hoor? 1 never been so 
insulted in mah life ' He brought his iron-and-glass 
knuckles to the countertop and gouged a peevish mark 
through Its veneer of filthy oilcloth 
'Gloria Hallelujah'' It was the Maker himself who 
shouted, immensely pleased that one of his people was 
making out 

'Now,' said Reinhart 'Here on my left is Stony Jack, 
about 250-odd pounds of force, and on my right is Gloria 
Monday, about 120 pounds of desire In the middle, 
representing the mind, is me. Dr Lorenz T Goodykuntz of 
Pocatello, Idaho This meeting was called by the most 
brilliant of my students. Splendor G Mainwaring of this 
city, but at the eleventh hour he was called away to save a 
life, and fortunately I was on hand to substitute ' 

Gloria leaned against the counter and watched Reinhart 
with the open mouth of awe, two front teeth missing 
Small wonder that the Maker never had a penny Very 
miffed. Stony stared blackly at his little assistant in the 
front row Reinhart coughed and got another drink sub 
rosa, being conscious of his high responsibility, in which 
Splendor no longer figured 
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roomf^f ^ false name He addressed a 

tricked tnfn tieen bribed, threatened, or 

above w^c ^ shone down from 

condemned i theirs, the building was 

lessee in fl ' proprietor in durance vile, its latest 

life and ai-Tv. whole situation, indeed, was just like 

serious flatter, it was very 

sermus 1 hough not sober 

Reinharf-T^r^ wish you hadn't been born?' 

persons niitf^ kVhile the audience labored over this, some 
way in the hands, some one, and one mam 

Reinhart 'S ' apparently three, Gloria whispered to 

'Ti! T / ‘^ear ' 

Stonv larkV stuck a finger in her ear 

heard ' ained. That's the foolest thing I ever 

yoif ^ee ^whv^ j from the turban 'Now 

asked Stony^mv is it^r^l^^° individuals ' He 

FlatfPr^^^^/ fy ^ ^ question?' 
which were unavadi^^^ scratched his chin with the rings, 
he had made a tart ^f^^rkhide Reinhart saw 

who might beptn ^^^®^rig to provoke Stony, 

deathTX mteLp 2^ ^ thmker-which is 

'Exactly, because^ nntf f^^stily gave his own answer 
kindly observe mv fr anything about it But 

between the fpm^f ^ends, the differences of response 

P-gnacious posTtwe "f ^^e man, 

which dooms\im— the fate 


which dooms himlu strikes c 

body eventually fails Yp^h^ nobody lives forever, every- 
uieanme Ypc ^ riot admit it No, he says. 


meaning Yes But tt. admit it No, he says, 

receptacle, is unablp fo instrument but a 

say Yes, meaning "You' which is as much as to 

you have observed question "If 

IS because they arp r answer questions This 

capability which men heip?^ producing new life— a 

they throw the woman rJ ^ resent, so sooner or later 
^«^an down and punish her with the 
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weapon Nature has given them for the purpose, and the 
result of course is that she produces the very new life the 
resenting of which caused her to be knocked down and 
jabbed in the first place Therefore love is a battle with each 
side winning a Pyrrhic victory ' 

Gloria Monday never took her loving eyes from his false 
face On the other hand. Stony had begun to grouse in 
Anglo-Saxon expletives As to the audience, Reinhart had 
lost even the Maker, who was edging out the street door 
Normally inarticulate, Reinhart felt he could talk all night 
through the mask, just throwing things out and letting 
them naturally gravitate into order But when drunk he 
also had a fine sense of the lines of communication between 
human beings Unworried — being neither a Southerner 
nor a humanitarian, he cherished the differences among 
races — at this point he reached under the shelf and brought 
forth his gin bottle, drained it into his throat, and broke it 
on the counter with a splendid noise and spray of 
fragments 

'So much for that I'm not here to bury life but to 
recognize it If 1 learned one thing from the sovereign of 
Andorra when I served as his medical advisor, it was 
Above all, do no harm and always uphold the dignity of 
human life That's as easy, and as hard, to do whether 
you're a king or a criminal So all of you have a good chance 
Listen to me tell you about the kingdom of Andorra The 
palace, which sits on a hill above a green plain, is made out 
of porphyry, a red stone that gets its color from the blood 
that IS shed in battles and soaks into the earth The 
particular stones for this palace were mined at Thermo- 
pylae, a place in Greece where centuries ago a handful of 
Spartans fought to the last man against a horde of Persians 
and thereby saved their dear country from the foul 
invader But the towers, which are really minarets and 
take after the great temples of Islam, are made of alabaster 
so white that the snow looks yellow by comparison 
'But it seldom snows there except at Christmas time and 
then the sun comes out hot soon after and dries it up so 
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that there's no slush to get into your boots or sidewalks to 
be shoveled The rest of the year it's warm enough to swirn 
all day, and sufficiently cool at night to sleep under one 
blanket only The vineyards, heavy with purple and golden 
grapes, stretch down the slopes behind the palace and on to 
the horizon, and are thronged with winsome young 
women with amber hair, who wear only a thin kind of 
short toga to the midpoint of their supple thighs 
'Now, the Andorrans were a brave, warlike people 
centuries ago, as everybody was at one time or 
another — for example, take your Assyrians, who are now 
extinct, or your Swedes, who fought in the Thirty Years 
War but haven't done much since except lie in the sun and 
turn brown — there's a bit of irony for you folks who were 
born with a tan The problem always is how to maintain 
the spirit while indulging the body The Andorrans have 
done this by a shrewd device, having discovered that there 
are two kinds of people, which we may call the hurters and 
the hurtees The first get their satisfaction by working 
their will on somebody else The second like to be imposed 
upon So every Saturday in Andorra the entire populace 
comes to the great square before the palace and line up/ 
according to type, on one side or another, and the hurters 
proceed to kick the piss out of the hurtees . I apologize 
to the ladies I was earned away by enthusiasm for the 
point I was making ' 

His sunglass lenses were dirty, and several times he 
caught himself about to clean them, to do which he would 
have had to reveal his face Though he was too drunk to 
own sake, and too humble to suppose he 
would be recognized as other than what he claimed to be, 
ne dared not risk exposure for fear of the deleterious effect 
1 v^uld have on the dear audience, who had absolute faith 
in Dr Goodykuntz He saw respect on those brown faces 
noncomprehension, anyway, not pain 
Cl shouted, 'how grand it is to be a Negro* 
on errul, just wonderful You people have more fun 
an anybody And while they are frequently niggardly to 
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you, there's not a white person alive who doesn't see in you 
a symbol of romance and adventure What is the synonym 
for "exciting"^ Colorful'' 

Stony Jack, picking his teeth with a switchblade knife, 
asked ‘'Vou being sour-castic?' 

'Not necessarily,' Reinhart answered 'Gloria Monday, 
am I right or wrong?' 

She thought about it, hunched m her ancient green 
coat, her hair like a flight of starlings 'Well, I always kept 
myself clean, not like some of them girls you see who don't 
take a baf between now and next Christmas And while I 
drink some muscatel now and again and have smoked a 
stick of pot, I never fool with H, and there ain't nobody can 
say 1 do, though they may be them who try- — ' 

'Put a sock m it, baby,' called the Maker from the 
doorway He had doubtless picked up the phrase in 
England, when he ran his action at Bridgwater 'We come 
to hear the Reverent Dr Goodykuntz, not you troubles, 
which are endless ' 

For the first time the audience responded as a unit they 
coughed Reinhart's skull, very warm under the turban, 
was wet with perspiration, and his glasses had fogged He 
saw glimmers of the essential truth here and there, but 
couldn't seem to maintain a firm hold on it So far he had 
delivered a series of disconnected notes, all sound enough 
as far as they went, but what his listeners needed, not to 
mention himself, was synthesis — the kind of thing 
Splendor was so good at, and the real Dr Goodykuntz, 
neither of whom were present, though the audience and 
Reinhart were, neither of whom had come voluntarily 
This Situation in itself was enormously significant 
'We all,' Reinhart said, 'are in a world we never made, to 
use a cliche — and what cliche isn't necessary? — but as 
long as we are in it, we might as well make the best of 
what may be a mistake 1 don't mean we /moe to love 
anything or anybody— 1 discussed that just after the war 
With a fellow in Berlin, Germany, in fact, haha, he was a 
German, and decided that necessity and love don't mix 1 
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]ust mean that it might be nice if we do if 
something, that is Otherwise life is inclined to get ^ 
dreary, the electricity is turned off for non-payment o 6 
bill, the telephone never rings except when it s people w o 
want to swindle you, drugs fall from the medicine cabine , 
friends let you down, and you never satisfy your P^^^^ 
nor they you, and unkind people circulate lies about Gloria 
Monday But furthermore, what I mean is, perhaps we 
should try loving even that dreariness and then it ^ 
be so bad, or at least we can see that, in its own way. We 


interesting After all, there it is ' , 

Stony Jack looked over a dirty Band-Aid on his rig 
cheekbone, then spat upon the floor 'I was wrong afore 
This here is the foolest thing I ever heard ' 

'But you have to admit,' said Reinhart, 'that if it is t e 
foolest, then it is interesting, because it never happene 
before And did you ever think of this that each new minui^ is 
occurring for the first time I'm sorry we don't have a wall cloc 
here, to make the principle more obvious, for it's the 
extraordinary phenomenon of a life that is filled wit 
them For example, I am not the same person who began 
this sentence, but am several seconds older, all the little 
molecules of my blood are elsewhere in my veins than they 
were at the outset, my liver is slightly older, heart, lungS/ 
pancreas, etc , have slightly degenerated The same is also 
true of you You are not the same people who earlier 
entered this building and took your seats, you are, indeed, 
some minutes nearer to the grave — if we look on the 
dreary side of the matter But take heart* So long as time 


moves, so do possibilities open up. Keep waiting one 
minute more*' 


Reinhart was excited now, believing he had got to 
fundamentals and then showed a way out — for who 
wanted to drive life into a corner and leave it there^ Better 
to dissipate it in the space between here and Neptune, like a 
meteorite bursting into cosmic dust. That is to say, he was 
all for expanse instead of contraction, but being at the same 
time an agoraphobe, he was suddenly struck hard by his 
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essential contradiction and fainted, staying out for 
approximately thirty-two seconds, during which his 
turbaned head descended to his folded arms on the 
counter 

He awoke to hear the Maker shouting 'O noble holy 
man, thou fallest into a trance’' and could not be sure 
whether his confederate was authentically impressed or 
merely resourceful He himself was very drunk, but felt 
more desperately than ever his obligation 
'Let me tell you more about Andorra,' he easily resumed, 
never having trouble with a place he knew nothing 
about — whereas he could have said very little about 
Ohio — 'where they have a national lottery whose first 
prize IS half a million dollars And here's the feature 
everybody is giinrniiteed to win it once in his life ' 

'I be goddam if I gotta stan'here listen to this,'said Stony, 
and lumbered to his chair, his jacket-back a great wrinkled 
sky of tweed lightning 

'Km I stay?' asked Gloria Monday 'Them other girls 
always pesterin' me ' 

'Sure,' shouted Reinhart 'Anybody can do anything he 
wants ' He punched at the atmosphere, which seemed to 
disbelieve him, but the Maker's claqueurs, long silent, 
rallied feebly some merely with 'Yeah' others demanding 
'Tell it to me, O Doc’' 

'You're damned right I'll tell it,'Reinhart roared back, the 
encouragement for some reason making him belligerent 
'I'll tell It to the Lord ' 

'The blessed Lord above?' muttered Gloria Monday, 
looking shyly at Reinhart as if to ascertain whether that 
was the one he meant 

So as not to be sacrilegious, in case there actually was a 
standard God of the type m which he did not believe, 
^^’rihart changed his tune slightly, no point in offending 
u Zeus ' He really had a modicum of faith in the 

old Greek gods,who always did something crummy but 
feasible to human beings and certainly never considered 
dying for their sake 



258 THOMAS BERGER 

This all made a big hit with Reinhart's listeners, a group 
that used silence, distended eyes, and fish mouths for their 
important demonstrations The orator regretted his long- 
held conviction that Negroes were a noisy bunch He also 
noticed that the latter half of the room was now 
empty, though he had actually seen no departures That 
they were a devious crowd was at least confirmed 

As long as there was still some purpose in so doing, h^ 
withheld from himself the realization that he had failed, 
since it surely took a while for his kind of wisdom, 
expressed with his kind of energy, to claim their kind or 
attention Certainly any moment now he could expect the 
classic Negro response they would rise as one man, 
screaming ecstasy, and cavort in the aisles One of the 
brush hairs fell off his lip He was over the hump towards 
twenty-two, and already conscious of certain losses Real 
estate was his game and not evangelism, yet he had told the 
truth about Andorra, which he had made up on the spot 
He wished terribly that everybody would win, that you 
could look nowhere without being blinded by grandeur He 
also wished he had either drunk more or drunk less 
The Maker's white coat and black visage had disappeared 
from the street doorway Reinhart got a premonition of 
doom when he saw the color combination with which they 
had been replaced policeman's midnight blue and Slavic-red 
face, but the paste helped keep his upper Iip stiff, and he 
remarked to Gloria Monday 'How nice' An officer of the 
law, of all people, has come to join our devotion ' 

But she had vanished, probably using Splendor's route 
[ back window As had Stony Jack and his small 

indeed every other human being in excess of 
Reinhart and the uniformed newcomer A nimble people, 
at the outset there had been thirty or forty souls in the 
room, and though Reinhart had seen nobody actually 
a ing leave, now there were none For a host of reasons he 
1 not himself follow suit pride, torpor, intoxication, his 
disguise, and, most important, he knew the patrolman as 
another schoolfellow from before the war 
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So he stood, or swayed, his ground, and when the officer 
had reached the counter, said 'Hi, Hasek ' 

'Hi, Reinhart,' answered Hasek, an incurious man Far be 
it from him to ask after Reinhart's unprecedented getup 
and environs 

'God, Hasek, it must be all of three-four years ' 

'All of it,' said Hasek, his cheekbones a foot apart and his 
hairline beginning at his eyebrows 
'Still on the force?' - 

'Yes, sure ' Hasek blinked little round eyes 
Reinhart made an overamiable mouth and, indicating his 
headdress, said 'I'm a little drunk, Hasek, but I guess that's 
not against the law Hahaha ' 

Very solemn in his blue hat, Hasek agreed 'That is 
correct ' 

'Uh, just what was it you wanted, Hasek? I've been 
giving a speech ' 

'Oh ' Hasek scratched his ass with the nightstick His belt 
was like a big charm bracelet, with pistol, bullets, 
handcuffs, flashlight, notepad, holster for twin pencils, 
two kinds of whistle, leather billy, first-aid packet, and a 
book of green summonses whose white strings were 
intertwined into a sort of rag-doll head 'I reckonized you 
right off m your Mason outfit ' 

'Hell,' said Reinhart, 'they make you carry a hardware 
store 

Something was laboring under Hasek's low forehead, 
and at last produced issue He suffered a slow spasm of 
mirth and said 'It's a living ' 

Its a living' Reinhart repeated, as if it were a not 'That's 
pretty funny, Hasek ' Laughing, he deftly covered his lip 
With one hand, went underneath it with the other, and 
plucked off most of his mustache He removed the turban, 
cradling it in his elbow like a football, which left only the 
purple glasses between him and austere naturalism 
'Now what was it you wanted, Hasek?' 

'Why ' Seen directly,the patrolman was not nearly so 
rubicund as he had appeared through the sun lenses, not for 
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a moment, that is, then the blood rose m erro 

averted his )U)U-bean eyes 'Why, we booked th J 
Why, and you know who he is? Old Splendor 
IS who That good old sonbitch who runs every 
I ever blocked for I loved that Niggero like a brother, a 
onetime busted the mouth of the left cq 

Cheeseman High for hollering "coon 'in the ^ j.y 

now the dumb shine turns out to be a ^ ^ 

embarrassing to me on the force when the chief ^ 

m and cuffs him to the radiator with me on the desK nav & 
to book him All the while he rides me like he u^ o 
field "Keep your butt down. Hit 'em low Sixty- 

forty-two, hike^” ' nhart 

'Hasek, Hasek» Explain yourself’' shouted 
'Splendor Mainwanng was right here in this room no 
hours ago How could he have committed a serious c 
within such a short period? Besides, he was sick 
'You don't need no time nor anything but your 
person to take dope,' Hasek explained 'It's a peculiar c i 
in that respect The only thing that's more pccu ^ 
suicide, which is a crime, but the punishment tor i 


unenforceable, if you get my drift ' i c u Ke 

'That I understand, Hasek,' said Reinhart, who te 
was dreaming all this 'But I tell you there must ^ ^ 

mistake Splendor taking dope’ It's ridiculous He is 
nonchemical physician, among other things ' , 

Hasek removed his cap and rubbed his elbow agains ^ 
isinglass liner, to match which there was a round bald spo 
the center of his crown 'I ain't supposed to remark 
charges against accused, whose rights include couns^ 
his own choice, in lieu of which court will appoint same Hu 
process, habeas corpus on posting of specified bail, prisoner 
remanded in custody of, etc , etc , a jury of his pears, hea 
ye, hear ye Very interesting stuff, Reinhart How long you 
been a counselor at law? I remember you was always vety 
bright in reading English, was you not? Miss Beeler used to 
give us them poems by Woolworth and others Well,if you 
want we can go down to the jail to see your client ' 
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'He sent you here for me?' 

'Precisely ' 

'One minute, Hasek,' Reinhart demanded belligerently 
'Your name's not Hasek' It's Capek, Michael Capek ' 

'Correct ' 

'Then why did you let me go on saying Hasek?' 

'Rules of the force,' said Capek 'No harassment of nor 
rudeness to the taxpayer unless apprehended in an act 
where a violation of law is evident If you want to file a 
complaint against me, my number is Three ' 

Reinhart found his coat back of the partition, turned out 
the lights (no use being profligate with the cleaner's 
current), hung onto the turban and glasses, which should 
have to go back to their owners, considered closing the 
windows and doors but decided the hell with it, why did he 
have to take responsibility for everything in the world?, 
and started with Patrolman Capek for the stationhouse 
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PEOPLE ARE TALKING to themselves more 

No ^ 

More people are talking to themselves And dirreren 
people A better class 1 find this disturbing as I go abou 
London, and so may you, going about wherever you go 
about Harrogate, perhaps Bude , 

They used to be gutter-shufflers, men in other oaen s 
overcoats belted with coarse string, hunting for dog-ends 
Kicking a failed drinking fountain Delving in litter baskets 
for a decent newspaper, sitting on a low wall at rumoured 
points of call for the charity soup van All running the 
aggrieved private commentary 

The language was basic Some bastard had upset them 
Several Sods and bastards, they would say, and look right 
through you, so at least it was someone else they had it m 
for Everyone else Even finding a dog-end, they stowed it 
away with a curse The world owed them a longer one than 
that 

Standing in an alcove on Blackfnars Bridge the other 
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week, watching a cardboard box sink, a man half turned 
with two very basic w**ds just as I passed contentedly by 
The morning being sunny, and my reflexes pleasurably 
limp, I at first took this for a greeting, and slowed to 
respond m kind He was gripping some property in a 
knotted duster and wearing an incongruously new tweed 
hat He completed the turn and looked right through me 
Til show bloody Arthur ' 

Moving on, I speculated What was his history? Why was 
life so harsh? Where had he got the hat? Should I have 
given him 50p? 

We better-adjusted and more buoyant souls have a sixth 
sense about when to give 50p and when not Not, I 
thought, was right this time He could have got proud, 
resentful Violent But I wondered during the day 

Going home in the afternoon I was more or less 
addressed by a small man with a huge beard m the 
Embankment Gardens, his back to that plinth that used to 
have a statue on it until somebody snapped it off and just 
left the feet 'Bitch,' he said, looking up at the River Room 
of the Savoy 'Just the gate was worth that ' 

My 50p in his palm gave no offence, but touched off a 
fresh thought 'Call yourself a Prime Minister?' After 
counting the coin's sides he dropped it into a carrier bag, 
printed in red, CARLSBERG 

They would often talk to themselves about the bloody 
Government 

I don't know why I use the past tense They're still 
around But these new people are joining them Even 
women, and of a superior kind One of these, boarding a 
cab I was paying off at Charing Cross, shook a good little 
umbrella at the back of the driver's neck Of course, anyone 
could be ridiculous, she said, but nineteen square yards 
was — Then the gears drowned her She wore a quality 
raincoat, orange Couldn't have been more than thirty 
Same day, a much older woman, in what I took to be 
genuine ocelot, joined me at Victoria in an otherwise empty 
compartment, and said quite loudly as we pulled out 
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"It's not ducks ' 
'Pardon?' I said. 


She said, 'What?' . 

The conversation lapsed Just after Redhill there 
threat of revival She made it over nine hundred^ o a / 
she said, looking on the floor for something I didn t a 


up ^ j 

There are differences between the new soliloquists an 
the old Their circumstances are more comfortab e 
thinking of the men, preponderant in the new wa 
though you never did get women, comfortably place 
not, with eyes down for cigarette butts, or seeking a 
read in the trash cans. But would you expect a plump, 
tailored lawyer, still in his white bands and waiting to cro 
the Strand to the Wig and Pen, to make quite a Jung speec 
about a little cow called Enid? I was waiting on the sain 
kerb, so I assure you Why the other house, he deman e , 
for God's sake? She knew they were pewter ^ 

Possibly neuter None of my business Still, you can 

caught up But when I edged closer to the moving lips t 

were speaking of others matters, intermittently blotted ou 
by heavier items of traffic 'Out of the question, 
cranberries some sort of testimonial, you're crazy 
He gave a sharp bark, perhaps a laugh, threw an arm ou 
wide, hitting his knuckles on a lamp post, before diving 
across between two buses 


That's another difference, the use of gesture Very rare 
with the string belt and knotted duster lot They have an 
immobility, more of a slumping Even an accepting palm 
comes up slowly, as if under water But the new men, 
smart and brisk, tend to reinforce the points they make to 
themselves As they walk and talk they chop things oft 
with the edge of the hand, just m front of their expensive 
ties, dismiss them, put an end to that whole nuisance 'Not 
from Formosa,' a man was saying outside Harrods the 
other week, passing at a fast pace in the direction of the 
Royal Geographical Society— 'not ball bearings ' He chopped 
them right off A man coming the other way, in trousers 
so dazzingly golf that they should have had a single glove 
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hanging from the hip pocket, had to step off the pavement 
to give play for his Nazi salute, or one-armed 'Drop dead' 
motion He wasn't going to have it at any price It was 
ludicrous Whatever it was I didn't quite hear It could have 
been lemons Lemmings 

He caught himself at it, perhaps glimpsing from an eye- 
corner the ball bearings chopper, and firmly shut his 
mouth to a tight line It may have checked utterance, but I 
noticed, as he rejoined the pedestrians, that he was pushing 
his troubles behind him with a double-handed scooping, 
and I expect he was again telling himself his plans for 
dealing with them 

It's disturbing, as 1 say, to see these expressions of stress 
Particularly creeping up the social scale, as they 
undoubtedly are Most of these citizens are solid Two-car 
households, is my guess Freezers At the other end, 
polished executwe desks, heavy stationery A failed 
drinking fountain doesn't touch them You'd want a hell of a 
big duster to knot their property up in Their wallets 
sprout credit cards like tambourine ribbons Crocodile 
briefcases instead of sharp-handled lager adverts 

Is that the problem? Do they miss the small delights? 
The unexpectedly long dog-end? The unhurried sinking of 
a cardboard box? 

Nobody knows Myself, I can only pass on my 
observations With a touch of irrepressible complacency 
There but for the grace of God, I thought, not for the first 
time, as a man came towards me on the St James's Park 
footbridge, trim, purposeful, one arm outflung as if 
forbidding the swimming mallards below to take wing He 
was talking to himself under his narrow-brimmed 
Whitehall bowler It was nothing to do with him, he said, 
nothing How many more times? Take it back to bloody 
External Relations 

There but for the grace of God, indeed 
Pardon?' he said, slowing as we drew abreast 
I said, 'What?' 

There but for what?' he said 

So it's still spreading I find that disturbing 
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I WALKED THROUGH where people and women with legs 
crossed and furs sat on sofas and a man with white gloves 
pointed me into an elevator with gleaming brass doors 
When It was nearly full they closed and green lights were 
buzzing and binging and I said five please The doors 
opened Before me a grilh a cage, a man in there I took off a 
watch and with my wallet and some change put them into 
an enve ope, pinched it up with a machine and handed it 
rough a hole to the man I walked down the rows of dark 
green lockers in near silence and darkness Turning up a 

row ari pulling on a light, I opened a little green door and 
took off my clothes 

When I went down some back stairs in my athletic 
garments I bounced on my rubber soled boots I went into a 
a pair of leather gloves on my fists and beat a 
mirror^T^^ i- ^ ^PP^d rope watching my calves in the 
strppt infn ^'^cr to a window and looked out across the 
plants rooms and kitchens or just on the sills at 
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You coul3 smell the sweat coming from me I could And I 
sat down Stretch out m these soft warm towels and rest 
my hairy legs People come in Where of course some fear 
to tread because of fists Around the walls are pictures of 
fighters with muscles others with smiles but all standing 
ready to punch Most said hi, sat down and whenever they 
looked at me said boy you're in good shape I said o no not 
really, my midriff is fatty and all the while I'd slowly expand 
Out my chest Then a bouncy man came in throwing blows in 
all directions looked at me and said how about a few 
rounds I tried to look away, I didn't know where to hide my 
fists But the eyes would be on me looking for any fear so I 
said certainly 

We got in the ring Bong, the gong Out in the center ring 
I threw what was a feeler or to see if perhaps he might 
stand well away from me m anxiety but biff right on my 
nose and bang on my jaw this man started beating me 
around the place I didn't want to turn and run outright 
because they might think I wasn't taking my beating like a 
man So I hid under my gloves to try to give the impression 
that I was only playing He knocked me right through the 
ropes and in spite of everything I made an effort to giggle 
with o it's nothing I like a good fight but a tooth dropping 
out of my mouth just produced a splutter I think my 
adversary said sorry old man and something in me made 
me smile through the blood as if I were only resting that 
round 

He put it to me, have you had enough old man I said I like 
a good workout, gets up a sweat I almost mentioned blood 
too 1 rested in my corner waiting for the bell When it rang 
I came out with my customary feeler to size up his style for 
my special zip punch which 1 am reluctant to use We circled 
around 1 must admit I stayed my distance only of course 
because my zip punch can be fatal at close quarters The 
fight had aroused interest in the room, people pushing to 
see I had firmly made my decision to use the zip 1 think he 
knew what was coming because he kept his guard high, the 
Oniv nearly adequate defense against this punch I waited 
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for the corner of lYiy eye to see a few more people gath^/ 
and then I moved in I brought it from the hip, my right 
knee slightly flexed, weight well forward on the balls of the 
feet The last thing I heard was the little audience catching 
a collective breath 

They told me later when I was dressed and showered 
that for awhile they didn't think I'd come around and 
someone even suggested giving me artificial respiration as 
well as the salts But it was generally agreed that in the 
final analysis it was better that this had happened because 
the zip punch, especially with the stance I was employing/ 
would have been deadly My opponent now wearing a bow 
tie clapped me on the back and said I was a hard man to hit 
and are you sure you're all right old man I was horrified 
when my mouth said I'd very much like to have another 
workout with you sometime 
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night all over England, from tallow candles, from 
paraffin containers, from gas mantles, lights beckon 
enticingly But nowhere do they burn more brightly than 
m our gay metropolis 

The season has been a triumph Jenny Lind has said 
farewell and Caruso has not yet arrived Sarah Bernhardt 
has brought tears to the eyes of J T Greim, but George 
Bernard Shaw seems to be preferring Duse Mrs Charles 
Kean, very firm of purpose, has seized Mr Charles Kean's 
dagger Dame Mane Tempest has had her first audition, 
and the jersey Lily has gone to the South of France So, 
With all these artistic events out of the way thegreat British 
Public feels free to enjoy itself in any manner it pleases 
Quite a lot of It IS congregated at the old Aquarium 
Music Hall at Westminster, where three men have elected 
to fire a cannon They have dragged the cannon into the 
centre of the stage, they have aimed it to land its projectile 
into a net, and now they are loading it At this precise 
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momeiU the ammunition is easing itself into the barrel ^ 
It IS Zazel, the lady cannon ball 


to know that on this same evening Her Royal 

being taken to' a 

Nursery Mother Huhhard or Harlequin and Tales cf the 

An historic night at the Old Vic 
As usual the place is crowded 

farewSfacnp?^ Movable familiar clown, is making his 

a huge ovstcr ^ between a codfish and 

niusic and wh ^ °P^oed and closed its shell in time to the 
tears "with hiq^ moved half the audience to 

loT' W wL'^^ Oyster crossed m 

tumbles so da ^'^mg crippled himself with leaps and 
unlrst Jv it rf hate an 

knocks himself out to take on when he 

often with his mlf has made them laugh so 

poker Joev wKn his sausages and his red-hot 

they laughed strung up to the occasion Never have 
have so manv ^ the comics Never 

the warbled lampnf moved to so many tears at 

on the floor^quaf/m^^^*tf audience sits at small tables 

dandies vie with odp^ ^ tmg, coaxing Bloods, blades and 
oye Andthefemimno ^^°tner m attracting the feminine 
be attracted m evidence, determined to 

In a corner, alone at ;? f^Ki 

top and slightly dustv p11 ^ httle man, slightly thin on 

over, IS trying to keep his eye on 

‘ 'It s wonderful fun in u 
* Our Uncle insisted on beine ^ ' 

VVhat could our authors do? ° ^ic Our publisher insisted on 
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every part of the floor at once He is the Observation Scout 
from the Society for the Stimulation of Morality and the 
Encouragement of Good Taste He is here to-night to 
collect statistics upon the Easy Acquaintanceship of the 
Unintroduced The blades and the belles are keeping him 
busy 

Now comes a drawing away of skirts The Clutterwicks 
and the Shuttleforths have arrived They are, of course, 
cutting each other dead 

Naturally the ladies are still doing this safe at home in 
their back drawing-rooms But the wretched Benjamin, 
surrounded by dependable henchmen, has taken a night off 
from the feud 

So has Pelham Clutterwick, with Archie and Algy in 
support 

It IS a pity therefore that they find they have booked 
adjoining tables 

Waiters, balancing large trays, make their way among 
the lounging audience Cigars, cheroots and even 
cigarettes are being smoked shamelessly, until the vast 
dome IS as hung with smoke as your own back drawing- 
room when someone has carelessly turned the wick too 
high 

Why then does our villain look so dismayed? Is not our 
Uncle Clarence at his table laughing hugely at the quips, 
weeping copiously at the gilded Birds, and refreshing 
himself With gusto from the tail beaker at his side? 

Well, that IS just the point 

Since our villain's last visit Emma Cons has taken ov'er 
the old Vic 

The beaker contains barley water 

Uncle Clarence is sober 

Already he has slopped weeping twice to mention that 
confounded thirty thou' Hcavv weather foi our \ illain He 
c\cbrows our Unck 

Let us go to the Aqint lum, he suggests 'the gm is good 
there 

But Uncle Chrcnce his ciught sight of Number lb on 
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the song sheet He dotes on Grimaldi 
'Later, my dear fellow, later/ he says 
Our villain scowls It is indeed difficult to fuddle an Uncle 
on barley water-neat or diluted. 


Behind the scenes four famous ballerinas are cutting each 
other dead. 

Taglioni, Cento, Grisi and Grahn have been prevailed 
upon to dance simultaneously m a pas de qualre. Their silence 
IS icy, but their looks are eloquent 
The overwrought impresario who has prevailed upon 
them IS pacing up and down outside the stage door at Her 
Majesty s Theatre, where they are due to appear 
Another wilful horse* 

The interval is nearly over In a box the lovely Lady 
Caroline Lamb is watching her friends arriving in time for 
me cream of the performance There come Mr and Mrs 
Disraeli— the poppets There's funny old Mr Gladstone 
who does so disapprove of her, and here is that amusing 
creature Mn Boz And — good gracious — there's her 
husband* She wonders if she ought to wave 
Lady Caroline sights our villain Heavens — what fine 
moustachios* And what a flashing smile Fascinated Lady 
Caroline flashes back at Spencer Faggot 

You are animated to-night, my dear,' remarks the 
1 rincess Lieven 

Lady Caroline blushes Oh, dear* She has been caught 
irting in public To cover it up she changes the subject 
TiJ°o^ cousin Armand still m Paris?' she enquires 
irA ^ r*^cess Lieven sighs 'Poor Armand, he has fallen m 
love with a complete invalid ' 

'How tragic,' says Lady Caroline 
whi^cameUi Princess Lieven, 'he takes his fiancee 

Lamb makes a mental note A charming 
touch She must tell Mr Sardou 

In a pmo boudoir at the Pans Opera Armand's invalid is 
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dying Her ana brings tears to the conductor's eyes 

and, thinks Lady Caroline Lamb, she must also tell 
Signor Verdi 


Now that the fashionable crowd has arrived all the tables 
are occupied The Observation Scout from the Society for 
the Stimulation of Morality and the Encouragement of 
Good Taste is having a busy time At a centre table Mr 
Disraeli toasts his wife with all the courtesy of a Mr Pitt at 
Balmoral Mrs Disraeli glows, dimples and blows him a 
kiss Our Observation Scout eyes them doubtfully Have 
they met before? 

The wretched Benjamin is thirsty He beckons a waiter 
But Archie Clutterwick shouts 'Gnrfoti,' and the waiter, 
pleased by this mode of address, hurries over to him 
The wretched Benjamin is confronted with a problem 
Should he glare at the bounder or ignore him utterly? He 
tries both 

The loyal Algy turns to his best friend 
'Archie,' he says, 'it IS a pity that we did not go to the 
Great Exhibition ' 

Tomorrow,' says Archie vaguely 'Or perhaps next week ' 
A pair of practised eyes have been directing a hopeful 
gaze at him But Archie loves his Belinda Bored, he turns 
his back on them 

The Observation Scout subtracts one from his total 
Uncle Clarence is quite put out He has lost his gold 
repeater again It must have dropped out of his pocket He 
turns to our villain 

How is the Enemy?' he asks 

Spencer pulls out a gold repeater 'Just time,' he 
announces, 'to pop over and see the irresistible, 
irreplaceable, irremovable Archie Harradine singing 
'Pretty Little Polly Perkins at the Late Joys ' 

'No says Uncle Clarence firmly One gathers that he 
does not approve of these new-fangled entertainments 
'You can sing the chorus, tempts our villain 
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Nothing like singing choruses to make an Uncle thirsty 
But our Uncle is not listening His eyes are riveted on 
Spencers gold repeater — dash it, it's exactly like his own! 
I had a repeater like that, once,' he says wistfully 
I noticed that, says Spencer tucking it quickly away 
Our Uncle broods The barley water has tempered the 
to y Now he will have to buy himself a new gold 
^peater More expense, demmit’ And that reminds him 
nirty thousand pounds’ But how to approach it tactfully^ 

y the way, he hazards, 'can you call to mind anything 
you may have forgotten 7' 

Not a thing,' says Spencer Faggot airily 'Not a 
mortgage, not a bastard, not a loaded dice ' 

Q u* j man,' thinks the upright Uncle Clarence 

things to remember, too’ And he forgets 
ing e sips contentedly at his barley water Then a 
shade crosses his face 'Except of course that thirtv thousand 
pounds' Perhaps a broader hint ' 

ow is your luck at cards?' he enquires boldly 
Like magic a pack of cards appears on the table 
Cut sap Spencer, 'and we'll see ' 

But Uncle Clarence is already shuffling 

cardfo^^f ^ Our villain thinks quickly He knocks the 

cards out of our Uncle's hands 

teller^' I thought you were a fortune- 

for'tu'^e^^i^^ thinks Uncle Clarence But the word 

one A verv n something Our villain owes him 

Measure ^°l'^^"-Uncle Clarence plays whist for 

pieasure-but it is the principle of the thine 

for the^T^vol^^l^^ diversion our villain suggests leaving 

or t n th ■' GreTl'^h Garden® Drury Lane 

1-stenmg He ,s b ® L u 

fellow refuses to take"? b'T^u 

c.. ^ 
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Uncle Clarence starts But the little man with the loud 
voice at the back of the pit is not bawling at him He is 
telling the chairman to pipe down and bring on the 
equestrian turn 

The chairman. Lord George Sanger,looked pained Wasit 
for this that he had left his circus? But he brightened as he 
reminded himself that it was less than a hundred years 
before Nikita Baheff would be drawing an enormous 
salary for doing the same thing in broken English 

Mademoiselle Lala,' he announced, 'and her waltzing 
Horses ' 


The orchestra leapt into a waltz It was the 'Blue 
Danube' 

Be-nbboned and be-belled, with a rose wreath round its 
neck, sleek, shiny and white, and rearing on its hind-legs, 
appeared a performer It was certainly a horse and it was 
definitely rotating 

Top-hatted, top-booted, be-curled, tight-laced and 
dressed mainly in a French flag. Mademoiselle Lala, whip m 
hand, advances to take up her pose with a jaunty air 

French,' explains Pelham Clutterwick He claps 
vigorously 

On the point of clapping also, the wretched Benjamin 
stops himself No Shuttleforth is allowed to like the same 
turn as any Clutterwick i 

^^demoiselle Lala cracks her whip Nothing happens 
hhe cracks it again The solitary performer looks up It is 
still a white horse It is still rotating But it is beginning to 
teel rather lonely 

There is a fusillade of cracks Mademoiselle Lala, smile 
obliterated by a scowl, picks up her skirts and with a little 
'vhisk disappears daintily into the wings 

Conscientiously the white horse continues its rotating 
There is a rumpus in the wings A black horse, its bells 
niissing, its ribbons awry, its ears pricked, comes 
unwillingly, from the wings It is on all fours It is trying to 
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eat Its wreath Behind, pushing it, is Mademoiselle Lala 
Waltz, you bastard'' she snarls 
Lord GeoPge Sanger drops his cigar 

Nelly, he entreats 'In heaven's name remember your 
French' 

Uncle Clarence is getting restless All through the 
mg orses, all through the Beautiful Picture in the 

Beautiful Golden Frame,i and all through the still- 
survivinp IpWw ch J ^ -J I--* T lit _ 


^uiuen i-rame,i and all through the still- 
surviving lady surrounded by knives, he has been trying to 
ge own to brass tacks But somehow he can never hold 
pencer s attention He is glad the dear fellow is enjoying 

really must get this matter 
settled so that he can enjoy it too 

begins again, 'let me remind you of a 
hnnqp ^ naonths ago, when at my brother's 

pleasui^^ ^ ^yed whist together Now I play the game for 

roclTbV^n^ Uncle is about to get right down to the 

with hie; g™ ° ^ brass tacks. Lord George Sanger bangs 

'^^^w table Eloquently he announces a 

Our villain applauds loudly 

thenTisTcT;!?^ ^^A ^^^ttleforths eye each other Which of 
rnem is to applaud this one? 

and the eyebrows, red nose 

the Comedian fro ^ God's gift to 

Lahr, comes on to The ^idow Twankey to Bert 

lidded top-hat on fV. tage and tries to hang his open- 
't falls down Therp^ Pointed lamp-post of the street scene 

W.th Zse 2ck bljZ\°” drum 

his reproach to the conduc^^^^°^^ comedian signals 

Barely 

between the ribs^^^*^' has got them righl 

But Unrip r^J-, 


g w w 

Spencer Faggot ^ httle deaf He goes on talking 


' ( It was only A ') 
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you made a debt of thirty thousand pounds/ he is 
pointing out vividly 'You had not brought your cheque 
book with you You asked me for loan ' He breaks off, 
and looks irritably at the twirling moustachios 'Spencer — 
are you listening?' 

'No/ says our villain frankly '1 don't think Dan Leno is 
funny ' 


At the Aquarium Music Hall the battle music that heralds 
the firing of the human cannon ball has worked itself up to 
Its most dramatic moments A fanfaronade of trumpets, a 
partial roll of the drums, and the chief gunner, busbied and 
bewhiskered, goes through the motions of lighting a torch 
and applying it to the powder 
The roll of drums loudens to a roar 
- Eyes focus Necks crane The audience leans forward 
But where is ZazeP 

The flustered gunners gather round the barrel They 
heave They tug They consult together 
The human cannon ball is wedged immovably inside the 
barrel 


At the Old Vic, young Mr Compton Mackenzie has arrived 
in the middle of the pas de quatre He has not been drinking 
barley water 

On the stage the four ballerinas gravely dance Taglioni, 
Cento, Grisi and Grahn, trailing long ballet skirts like 
^ecise clockwork clouds To see their air of young 
Goddesses doing the world a favour you would never 
suppose that they were keeping a sharp eye open for one 
another s technical weaknesses 
The audience is reduced to silence Not so young Mr 
Compton Mackenzie To him the Goddesses are standing 
still and the Old Vic is revolving around them 
Something must be done about this' 

Tearing off his opera cloak, he flings it at the revolving 
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waHs A poor missile, but the best he can find 
It rails on Uncle Clarence 

stage the pas de qmlrc, in a closing cadenza, drifts 
fKo gi'oup The lose-crowned ballerinas sustain 

their famous pose like an old print coming to life 

romr!r Uncle Clarence, emerging from Mr 

Compton Mackenzie's cloak r 

house breaks into wave after 
himsplf rrnwrapt Uncle Clarence disengages 

. ,11 Mr Mackenzie's cloak 
shou]dprc^\?^°^^^^f slings it round his own 

'Hot w nl'"? cloak 

Uncle C];qrp ^ °c>ks in his borrowed plumage,' thinks 

SpencetF.r! ^ he had not met 

doubt havp^ft? brother's house he would no 

bred wasrrpl unscrupulous, dishonest, iH'^ 

were perfect P^ymg it back But no— his manners 

This tm?p V reminded him 

tbLr th^^ ^ frank 

laboriously thousand pounds,' he began 

eye Pcncer Faggot had caught Lord George Sanger's 

Later, he savs ^Latpr t^, . . 

Surprised Unclp rf ^ 

No 16 A Musical T his song sheet 

'Why hZTZ I 

Our v“ am Z.rif y°“ ' 

Groucho Marx than ^^^^^^^^^chios He looks more like 

kVe may have been a t 

top the bill in Hollywood halls,' he says, 'but we 

"“S' " broadcast, n 1040, he 
was he m ant, ® appeared toberof Alhambra and that the ballerina 

" no mention of our Uncle Cia,e^ - his broadcast he 
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At the Lyceum Don Pedro is measuring wits with Beatrice 
'To be merry best becomes you/ he tells her 'For, out of 
question you were born in a merry hour ' 

'No, sure, my Lord, my mother cried,' says Beatrice 'But 
then a star danced, and under that was I born ' 

She IS Ellen Terry 


A stir runs through the Old Vic 
No 23 Grimaldi 

The boxes pick up their opera glasses The pit lays aside 
Its oranges Blades lose interest in their belles, Mr and Mrs 
Disraeli hold hands Lady Caroline Lamb stops chattering 
A painted hussy sits down beside the Observation Scout 
He does not notice her Tier upon tier, emotion spreads and 
rises until lumps come to throats in every part of the house 
*^he clown begins to say good-bye 
Silence falls The curtain goes up 
Joey IS on 

The whole house cooes at him 

Here is their dear Joey with his face painted in the 
ainihar way, with the red and white triangles and tufts of 
every clown 

The applause subsides A shiver runs through the house 
Lirimaldi, being totally unable to stand, is playing his scene 
seated m a chair His body is broken from forgotten 
umbles m past Harlequinades 
ret as the scene goes on the audience is almost shocked 
o find Itself roaring with laughter again at the old 
frouper s drollery 


There are tears m the eyes of Lady Caroline Lamb The 
Clutterwicks and the Shuttleforths are blowing their 
noses To hell with the feud' 

Grimaldi's turn IS over The applause dies away As soon 
as silence can be obtained and he can summon up 
sufficient courage to speak, Joey advances to the footlights 
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<ind delivers, as well hs^ cnirMion^* pt rnMt, tiu fiillew fil^ | 
address 

'Ladies and gentlemen, 

'In putting off theclown'*- garment, alkie, me to drop 
the clown's taciturnity, and address, you m a ftnv paftinn 
sentences I entered early on this coursr» of life, and leaveit ' 
premntuiely Forty-eight year'' only hav'e passed over ra) 
head — but I am going as fast down the lull of life as th?i ; 
older Joe — John Anderson Like vaulting ambition, I have - 
over-leaped myself, and pay the penalty in advanced old ■ 
age If I have now any aptitude for tumbling, it i*^ through i 
bodily infirmity, for 1 am worse on my lect than 1 used tube i 
on my head It is four years since I |umpcd my la^j i 
jump filched my last oyster— -boiled mv last sausage— and i 
set in for retirement Not sci well provided for, 1 must 
acknowledge, as m the days of my clownship, for then, I | 
dare say some of you remember, I used to hav^e a fo’i'''d 
in one pocket and sauce for it in another / i 

It IS with no trifling difficulty that Gnmaldt reaches the I 
conclusion of this little speech, although the audience 
cheers loudly and giv^es him every possible expression or 

encouragement and sympathy 
But though he has finished he stands, still in the same 
place, bewildered and motionless, so moved that the litl^^ 
power his illness has left him wholly deserts him ^ 


LIncle Clarence is wiping his eves 
Makes me forget everything,' he admits ^Our villain, 
back at his side, brightens 

/s worrying Uncle Clarence He had got 

brutally frank, and then 

qfnnrJ ^ imse f get distracted It was high time that he 
stood no nonsense - ° 

wilT obh^^' ^^hirty thousand pounds,' he says 'A cheque 

Viliam airily From his pocket he 
produces some loaded dice 'Roll yL for it?' 


281 


An Historic Night at the Old Vic 

But Uncle Clarence is adamant 
'Sir,' he says 'Your cheque first Then we roll ' 

Spencer Faggot thinks quickly 'Play you at snooker?' 
'Not even at Battledore and Shuttlecock/ says Uncle 
Clarence, although he is a dab at this sport 
Spencer thinks quickly again These brass tacks are 
deuced awkward To give our Uncle confidence he pulls out 
his cheque book and allows him to catch a glimpse of a 
counterfoil 

Fifty thou' to Tattersalls ' 

But this only hardens our upright Uncle A man of 
substance evidently, he reasons Then why does he not pay 
him his thirty thousand pounds? 

Our villain is cornered Desperately he plays for time 
'The date?' he asks y F y 

Uncle Clarence tells him 
'The amount?' 

Clarence obliges again 

111 be forgetting my own name next,' says Spencer 
c^Sgot prophetically 


At his table in the corner the Observation Scout is 
continuing his count of too easily acquainted couples 
Eighty-two eighty-four eighty-six 
Might 1 borrow your song sheet?' asks the painted hussy 
who has seated herself at his table 
Absently he passes it across 
Ninety-two ninety-four ninetv-six 
Jhe chairman bangs with his hammer on the table 
And now,' he announces, 'I have the honour to present 
the irresistible, irrepressible, irresponsible — LOLA MONTEZ 
A swirl of skirts, a clatter of castanets, a tap of defiant 
heels, a whisking hip and la Montez is on 
To see those flashing eyes that dark smouldering 
promise, and the tilt of the head crowned with its high 
comb and framing laces, you would never suppose that 
there stood Betty James of Limerick 
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Caramba/ curses Uncle Clarence with pride He thinks 
? IS savinp- 'hrpt\rn' 


he IS saying 'brava' 

La Montez possesses twenty-six of the twenty-seven 
points essential to the Spanish dancer This is the 
considered opinion of a sober critic writing in Warsaw 
Those points enumerated are Three white — the skin, the 
tee^, the hands, three black — the eyes, eyelashes, the 
eyebrows, three red— the lip, the cheek, the nails; three 
ng“ the bodv, .4- N ^ p 74 T 5 , 


^ycuiuws, rnree red— the lip, the cheek, the nails; three 
body, the hair, the hands, three short — the ears, 
the teeth, the legs, three broad — the bosom, the forehead, 

tll.0 S03CP hpf TATQ/llir-v 4'l-» ^ 1 . .1 /“IT .T _ 


ne teeth, the legs, three broad— the bosom, the forehead, 
he space between the eyebrows, three full— the hips, the 
arrns, t e calves, three small — the waist, the hands, the 

fingers, the hair, the lips 

] c are Lola's, except as regards the 

° eyes, which I, for one,' states the eminent 
me would not wish to change Lola's silky hair, rivalling 
her o wing, falls in luxuriant folds down 

qViam- 4.U ^ slender delicate neck, whose whiteness 
too rests the beautiful head How, 

the'da77] Lola s bosom? Words fail me to describe 

On I f whiteness of her teeth ' 

drawing up^of tk engrossed was he in the 

noticed thaf- cK ^ mventory of her charms that he never 
uricea that she could not dance 

has dewsed herself has noticed this long ago and 

attention from it J^^^ne of her own for distracting 

hit) the maf ^ up a missile she would throw (and 

beauty did the member of the audience Her 


’ru 

1 he orchestra h i 

breathless as la M^ntX ^ almost ai 

round for something to tVir- ^t is high time to lool 

IS depositing quill ink '^^°ur villain's table a waitei 

'Now sir 'c-,“ r r , 'wafers 


Now sir/ says UnX ri 

Lola has found her grimly 'Your cheque ' 

^he school of HeVL^^ a portrait of Ludwig o; 
quicker Capering ,^he;o/a grows quickei 

taiget P wildly Lola looks round for . 
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She sights Mr Disraeli, but he is beating time with 
evident delight She looks at Mr Gladstone — out She 
catches Prince Albert's eye — Pas de plaisantene, Madame' 
Pelham Clutterwick's finger is resting on his third 
waistcoat button The wretched Benjamin has been 
revolving his ear ceaselessly Sucks to the Clutterwicks if a 
Shuttleforth should get socked 
The orchestra is playing relentlessly La Montez, like the 
lady in the song, is doing the fandango all over the place 
'Mr Thackeray — rash' Salmon or Gluckstein — short- 
sighted' Mr Hall Caine — a Manxman' Sir William Parry — a 
mistake ' 

The tempo quickens She will have to hit somebody soon 
But lo, there comes into her twirling horizon a pair of 
melting orbs, admirable eyebrows and agitated moustachios 
The very man' 

Taking careful aim at Spencer Faggot our dancer throws, 
and hits our Uncle Clarence 
Sucks to the Clutterwicks 

Our villain thinks quickly While our Uncle is enveloped 
and indeed almost extinguished by King Ludwig of 
Bavaria, he seizes the quill and writes furiously 
'Pay Uncle Clarence ' 

But, reader, do not be misled This order to pay, scrawled 
hurriedly while our Uncle's eagle eye is obscured by a 
canvas of the school of Herkomer, is Unlikely to survive the 
close scrutiny of the Baring Brothers 


At the Aquarium things have arrived at a pretty pass They 
have changed the powder They have played the battle 
music three times They have rung the curtain up and 
down, and they have pushed an unwilling sword- 
swallower out in front of it to distract the audience He is so 
demoralized he can hardly swallow a dagger 

And still Mademoiselle Zazel has failed to emerge from 
the barrel of the gun 
But now they are ready for one last try 
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The sword-swallower, dagger but half-way down, is 
twitched away like a toy from a child before its birthday, 
and once again the weary orchestra churns out the battle 
music The roll of the drum is two beats behind The 
drummer's wrists are tired 

And here is Zazel being helped into her barrel But this 
time they are cutting out the bows, the kissed fingers, the 
coquetry 

The turn has become a job of work 
Grimly the head assistant prepares to fire the gun 
Without much hope his satellites stuff their fingers in their 
ears 
Bang* 

A dainty form is flying through the air It lands on the 
edge of the net and rolls itself into the centre There it sits 
up, sighs with relief and smiles 
'Me voici/ says the human cannon ball 
The audience are taken by surprise They had not been 
expecting this for a moment 


It is four o'clock in the morning 

In a stucco love nest in St John's Wood the Observation 
Scout from the Society for the Stimulation of Morality and 
the Encouragement of Good Taste awakes with a start He 
looks at the painted hussy sleeping peacefully beside him 
An awful thought occurs to him 

Ought he to include himself m his report on Couples too 
easily acquainted? 
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'WHAT DOES IT mean?' asked Brenda 

'Well, sensate ought to mean endowed with sense or 
senses, as dentate if it occurs must mean endowed with 
teeth, but I don't see how any sort of focusing can be 
endowed with any sort of sense I think they wanted an 
adjective from sense and noticed or someone told them 
sensuous and sensual were used up and they noticed or 
someone told them a lot of words ended in -ate Makes it 
sound scientific too Like nitrate And focusing, well 
Homing in on? No? Concentrating? Something like that ' 

'I see But what does it mean? 

'Christ, love, I don't know Getting you, getting one 
interested in the other person physically, something like 
that I should think Anyway, we know what we're 
supposed to do ' 

'Yes Darling, you're not to be cross but I must ring 
Elspeth before we start She said she'd ring me today or 
tomorrow and I know it'll be while we're doing our focusing 
if I don t get in first You know 
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'Check" As jusl disclosed. CIspcth was of the Alcisfis- 
Mrs Sharp sorority though, living as she did on the f, ir fide 
of London at Roehampton, less to be feared. 'You take as 
long as you have to I'll be in the stud% ' 

Jake finished putting the lunch plates in the rack on the 
metal draining-board and went where he had said The 
study had been made out of what had been not much more 
than a spacious box-room and the knecholc desk, the 
celebrated red-leather armchair and a pair of Queen Anne 
bookcases left little space for anything else, but even he 
could see that the turquoise carpet was a pretty shade and 
went well with the wallpaper and Madras cotton curtains 
With the intention not so much of getting in the mood as 
of keeping up the good work he glanced at a couple of 
papers that lay on the desk, had been lying there in perfect 
security since the previous Thursday, even though it was 
now Monday and Mrs Sharp had by standing arrangement 
attended the house on the Friday and that very morning, 
or both times Brenda had been at home and, as in many a 
^ many another) case of hypernormal powers, Mrs 
bharp s were severely curtailed or even curbed altogether 

) t e presence of a third party Jake picked up one of the 
papers 


A427 (he read) I find the thought of sexual intercourse 
with a willing female somewhat under the age of 
consent, say 14-15 yrs 


1 very pleasant 

2 fairly pleasant 

3 a little unpleasant 

4 very unpleasant 


pro^fem^hp could make himself address his mind to the 
come Y .r . " The age th.ng didn't 

puberty denend^/f P tactiveness of any willing female past 
kr as hYkn'Lw b attractiveness, though as 

of 16 vrs himself to those 

Of 16 yrs and over What counted was the immediacy or 
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Jack of it Some time or other in Hawaii or somewhere, very 
pleasant, on this next trip to Italy, fairly pleasant, by the 
end of next month in Orris Park, a little unpleasant, here 
and now, very unpleasant Even that wasn't quite right 
because of the difference between the thought of sexual 
intercourse and the thought of the thought of it If he could 
snap his fingers and boof, there he was m mid-job, very 
pleasant, if she were really actually in fact standing a yard 
away on the precise point of starting to show how willing 
she was, very unpleasant Not unpleasant, either, just as 
much as his old man needed to set it trying to haul itself up 
into his abdomen But he couldn't write all this down, 
especially since the question was obviously nothing to do 
with any of it Like the good examinee he had always been 
(best classical scholarship of his year at Charterhouse, First 
in Mods, best First of his year in Greats) he asked himself 
what was expected here, what was being looked for A 
means of sorting out the child-molesters from the 
gerontophiles, why yes, and no doubt of making the finer 
distinction between the inhibited who welcomed any 
accepted restriction and the robust sturdy husky hardy 
hearty etc He ticked 2 and picked up the other paper 

A fantastically beautiful girl with an unbelievable 
figure wearing a skin-tight dress cut as low as it 
possibly could be is looking at me with eyes blazing 
with uncontrollable passion (he read) With lazy 
languorous movements she peels off the dress and 
reveals herself as completely stark naked and utterly 
nude Her breasts are so enormous that there is hardly 
room for them on her thorax They are rising and 
falling with irresistible desire as with her shapely hips 
swaying lazily she glides over and stands insolently 
before me with her hands on her curving hips and her 
colossal breasts jutting 100 words out at me I tear off 
all my clothes and she gives a tremendous gasp of 
astonishment and admiration and awe She lies down 
on a bed which is there 
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600 but he was still 73 words short of the 

compe iX™ and had already been 

sake of vanLt^ 1 W°"hrlh,f °''f' 

alternative to dir ^ genre but could find no other 
idle this was not that he had been 

nouns verbs nrp had consisted only of 

113 words lone earn' ^'’'^'■''■ticles and been 

those 73 somLh u ’’^.d to f.nd 

the next moZ^Z" urn Street 

Brobdmenaei^n K ^ ^ With 

Mm ^The gleaming ebony skin 

tended to think abrii f 'Ik ^ being white himself he 
gn'ls at all white girls when he thought about 

'Righr ^^PPed softly at the open door 'All right?' 

rug lay, and into ^^^‘^^^g^'^here a Bengal 

heL though i^TanvT ^ ^^11 they had 

and laid down on an hfted off, folded 

expertly made Aeam h Patchwork quilt she had 

slipped off to the bathroom^ndT' m 
got into bed He felt r;ilm ^ ^ quickly undressed and 
carry out orders but unZl rineasy, quite resolved to 
harmless m itself wonlH ^ wish that something 

After a minute he was in prospect 

hack to Brenda when she would have his 

exemplary seriousness ]?r> She had treated with 

to lose weight? had ;oine?t&7^ her need 

Anonymous at the first onnnrf group of Guzzlers 

off SIX ounces, but that had already taken 

er feel all right about bein^ to be enough to make 
avoided for the past vear nr^ "^hich she had 

There was a patter nf he supposed 

ightly for so large a womankind him (she moved 

woman) and she got m and snuggled 
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up to him with wincing and puffing noises 
'Ooh' It's freezing It's supposed to be the middle of April 
and it's like January ' 

'Would you like to turn the other way?' 

'No, this IS fine for me Had you heard of comfort eating 
before?' 

'What?' 

'Comfort eating What Dr Thing said I'd been going in 
for because of feeling sexually inadequate Had you heard 
of it?' 

'I thinkso, anyway it's clear enough what it's supposed to 
mean, which is all balls If there's anybody who feels 
sexually inadequate it's me and 1 haven't started eating my 
head off Just another example of thinking that if you name 
something you've explained it Like like permissive 
society ' 

'I don't think you're always meant to go in for comfort 
eating when you feel sexually inadequate And in any case 
what makes you think you're the one who feels it so 
terrifically you leave everybody else standing, how 
adequate do you think / feel when I think about things and 
look back, that's what I'd like to 

Brenda, who had started talking at some speed, stopped 
altogether because a jet was passing and even at this range 
she would have to shout rather and she was bad at 
shouting A part of the window-frame buzzed for a short 
time as it always did on these occasions Eventually Jake 
said, 'My fault I just got fed up and guilty and ashamed Of 
course you must feel inadequate if we have to use the 
word, but I can tell you there's no need for you to, it's all 
me, we went into that ' 

'I know we went into it, but we decided it must be me as 
well as you ' 

'You may have thought so, but it wasn't what we 
decided ' 

'Well I think it was And of course it is, it's obvious 
Anyway I'm warm enough now Hadn't we better get on 
with It?' 
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'All right ' Grunting, Jake turned over so as to face his 
wife They intertwined their legs in a friendly way 
'Tell me again what we're meant to do ' 

'We take it in turns to stroke and massage each other 
anywhere but what you used to call down below ' 

'Did P Anyway I bags you start ' 

'Okay Lift up Put your arm That's right ' 

He started stroking the back of her neck and her left 
shoulder and upper arm She sighed and settled herself 
more comfortably, moving her head about on the pillow A 
minute or so went by 
'Is that nice?' he asked 
'Yes Are we meant to talk?' 

'He didn't say we weren't to, the doctor, so I suppose it s 
all right ' 

'Good ' 

But neither did any more talking for the moment With 
his glasses off, Brenda's face was a bit of a blur to Jake but 
he could see her eyes were shut By his reckoning, the 
second minute was just about up when she said, 

'Did the doctor say we weren't to have a kiss?' 

'No' 

'Let's have one then ' 

He couldn't have said how long it had been since they had 
kissed each other on the mouth, probably less than twenty- 
four hours, but it was longer since he had noticed them 
doing that Their mouths stayed together for a time, again 
showing friendliness, this time roughly of the sort that, on 
his side, he would have shown an amiable acquaintance in 
public at a New Year's party He thought Brenda was 
putting about the same into it The kiss ended by common 
agreement 

'Well, that was all right ' he said 

as far as it went We'll get better, darling Lots of 
ground to be made up ' 

'Yes — your turn now ' 

'To what?' 

Stroke me the way 1 was stroking you ' 
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'Oh yes Will the same sort of place suit you? Round 
here?' 

'Fine ' 

'I'm sorry I'm so fat/ said Brenda after a moment 
'That's all right, 1 mean you couldn't help it and you've 
started doing something about it ' 

'Yes Do you think 1 ought to do something about my 
hair?' 

'What's the matter with it?' 

'Matter with it? It's all grey, or hadn't you noticed?' 

'Of course I'd noticed It's a very nice grey A, an 
interesting sort of grey ' 

'Wow, you make it sound terrific I could have it dyed 
back to something like what it used to be They do jolly 
good dyes these days ' 

'Oh but you can always tell ' 

'Not if it's done properly And supposing you can tell, 
what about it, what's wrong with that?' 

'Well, it looks a bit ' 

'A bit what? A bit off? A bit bad taste? A bit not quite the 
thing? A bit mutton dressed up as lamb?' 

'Of course not Well yes, a bit, but that's not really what 
I I just think it looks ugly Because it's unnatural ' 
'So's make-up unnatural So's shaving armpits So's you 
shaving ' 

'All right, just ugly then ' 

'1 wasn't going to have it bright red or bright yellow or 
bright purple, just something like what it used to be like, 
which was brownish mouse if you remember No 1 think 
you think it's sort of out of place ' 

'I doubt if we're supposed to talk as much as this ' 

'Not that you care ' 

Jake looked mildly startled 'What do you mean?' 
'You're not enjoying this are you, me stroking you? Your 
face went all resigned when I started Are you?' 

'I'm not disenjoying it ' 

'Thanks a lot/ said Brenda, stopping stroking 

'No don't What else could I have said? You knew 
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anyway And it isn't you With this it really isn't you You 
said we'd got a lot of ground to make up We've only just 
started ' 

'All right, but I reckon it's your turn again now ' 

'Fair enough ' 

'Did the doctor say you weren't to stroke my tits^' 
'No' 

'Well, you can stroke them then, can't you?' 

'I suppose so ' 

'Only suppose so? They aren't down below are they?' 
'No, but they're sort of on the way there Put it like this, 
if down below's red and your arm's green, that makes your 
tits amber ' 

'Yes, I see Perhaps we'd better be on the safe side and 
not ' 

'On the other hand of course, it'd be a, natural mistake to 
make, so if it is, if it would be a mistake you'd think he'd 
have made sure of saying so, you know, oh and by the way 
non-genital includes tits, excludes them rather, I should say 
breasts No, mammary areas ' 

'You mean we can?' 

'I don't see what harm it could do, do you?' 

'Fire away ' 

He fired away for a full two minutes She stayed quite 
passive, eyes again shut, breathing slowly and steadily, 
giving an occasional contented groan No doubt what he 
was doing, or how he was doing it, bore a close resemblance 
to its counterpart of a couple of years before, but there was 
no means of comparison because he had felt so different 
then, in particular felt more What he felt now was an 
increasing but still never more than mild desire to stop 
doing what he was doing In itself each motion he made was 
unequivocally if only by a little on the pleasant side of the 
p easant/unpleasant borderline, the snag was there were 
so many of them Patting a favourite child on the head or 
indeed stroking a beloved animal (to single out two 
activities he had never felt much drawn to) became 
unnatural if continued beyond a certain short time, however 
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willing child or animal might be to let things go on Mv 
God, another twenty-five minutes of this? — it was a good 
job he was such a faithful doer of what doctors told him to 
do Hadn't Rosenberg told him to carry on with this 
bleeding sensate-focusing carry-on for up to half an hour? 
Twenty minutes was that, wasn't it? So was ten And five 
But to argue so was to use advertiser's mathematics 
Amazing reductions at Poofter's, up to twenty per cent on 
all furnishings Daily brushing with Bullshitter's flewer- 
idated toothpaste reduces cavities by up to thirty per cent, 
in the case you happen to be looking at by only point- 
nought-one of one per cent but what of it, and also of 
course helps fight (not helps to fight) tooth decay, alongside 
drinking things and not eating toffee all day long Daily 
brushing with candlewax or boot-polish would also reduce 
cavities by up to something or other and help fight tooth 
decay There were enough laws already but surely there 
ought to be one about up to, restricting it to, oh, between 
the figure given and half of it Helping fight things would 
be rather more of a — 

'Isn't it about time for my turn? asked Brenda 
'Oh,er yes 1 suppose it IS Isortoflostcountof time ' 
'Carried away No I don't mean that darling, forget I said 
It, I was just being frightfully silly Now on this round I 
think we might 
'Heyi' 

What's the matter?' 

Supposed to be non-genital ' 

That's non isn't it, there?' 

'Well yes, but only — ' 

Genital's genital and non's non ' 

'But the spirit of the — ' 

'Sod the spirit And even the spirit doesn't say you're not 
supposed to enjoy it ' 

I don't think we ought to — ' 

'Shut up ' ' 

After a little while, Jake began to breathe more deeply, 
then to flex and unflex his muscles Forgotten feelings. 
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located in some mysterious region that seemed neither 
body nor mind, likewise began to possess him Brenda 
sighed shakily He pressed himself against her and at once, 
try as he would, the more irresistibly for his trying, which 
was like the efforts of a man with no arms to pick up a 
pound note off the pavement, the flow reversed itself In a 
few more seconds he relaxed 
'Oh well, that's that,' he said 

'No it isn't Only for now It shows there's something 
What do you expect at this stage?' 

'What I expect at this stage, and what I shall no doubt get, 
is about twenty more minutes of an experience I wasn't 
looking forward to and which has turned out to justify 
such mild forebodings It isn't you, it's me ' 

'Don't think you're the only one, mate It isn't you, it's 
me cuts both ways, you know You're not blaming me, 
that s how you mean it, but you're not taking me into 
consideration either What about that?' 

'Yes Yes, you're right ' 

If you had — been considering me, you might have 
wondered what I was doing telephoning Elspeth when all I 
needed to do to make sure we weren't interrupted was take 
the receiver off That's right Putting off the evil hour 
Giving way to mild whatnames It wasn't you, it was me 
Now you d better start stroking again, uncongenial as it 
may be The doctor said you were to ' 

It s not uncongenial, it's just — ' 

'No, not there Do my back ' 

He started doing her back 'You said it was nice before, 
when I was on your shoulder and arm Was it? Is this?' 
Oh yes Not tremendous, but nice ' 

'Sexy?' 

No, she said as if he had asked her whether she had said 

yes or no Nice all the same I like all that sort of thing, 

massages and sauna baths and whatnot You don't, do 
you" 

Never been able to see the point of it ' 
i suppose It's just how you're made I suggest what we do 
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compassionate style. Chief Custer took 
afi-pr h fnnge homicide work into account and 

detPrf, p requirements, slipped him into the 

mcludpH rl course, a one-month programme that 

ranges the firing 

and sessions Tlu ^ seasoned homiciders. 

In amonp learning to relax around stiffs 

LePeters It forty 

aKema tinr.n ^ iT flings going for him Like an 

down®cour?/Zfu‘"^V^ “‘.Sreat year, he was slow to get 
herasted fewl’lf ‘““f " >" legs None the less, 

when he saw one took h^ “''®‘'“lly opemngs, and 
and rarely missed great deliberation 

Another GhlLh) open many a ball game 

faithless Wife offon^ln^T® LePeters was his 

strange way' this rl ^ ^^^rn-making stud In a 

powers oT concentrpr"^'^"^ ^ave him enormous 

served him well af ^ rigidly tunnelled vision that 

^^^tical times as the first fifteen 
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the entire story On one occasion, late in the training, 
LePeters accompanied a seasoned old pro to the scene of a 
homicide and noticed that the victim's hands seemed to be 
formed in globular shapes, as though describing a girl with 
great bazooms LePeters pointed this out to his instructor 
and indeed it eventually turned out that a gorgeous, heavy- 
chested wench had been an accomplice to the crime 
Grateful to LePeters, the old-timer rewarded LePeters 
with a beautifully decorated rubber sheet, standard 
equipment for every homicide squad car and used to cover 
bodies in the streets so that irate store-owners could never 
complain that their business was being chased away 
LePeters was amazed not at how easy it was to snuff out a 
human life, but what a major problem it turned out to be It 
took a keen marksman to kill himself with a bullet in the 
heart, shots often caroming around the rib cage like 
runaway pinballs and landing with relatively little damage 
on the other side A detective who'd had a bullet whistle 
through his ticker had been known to walk a mile to his 
squad, tell a few jokes to his sidekick, go out dancing that 
oight, and expire hours later after enjoying a terrific 
night's sleep Was there a better example than Detective 
Teener, LePeters's sidekick? Rarely had a dick been so 
pared down by gunfire, yet there he was, cavorting about 
With a hot little second wife and getting along just fine 
Once dead, the body was far from finished, too, and 
LePeters wondered at the way nature had conspired to help 
3 stiff fight back and put homiciders on the trail of the 
sonofabitch who did him in Dragging along massive 
concrete blocks, a slender drowning victim would 
eventually come bobbing to the surface, brimming over 
With evidence A lime-pit case would be discovered months 
after death, m relatively great shape, having used the lime 
as a preservative Most remarkable of ail was man's 
prostate gland In an effort to eliminate all traces of sex and 
^ge, racket men would toss their victim into a shack and 
burn It to the ground Yet the prostate never burned 
Though all about it lay in cinders the stalwart little gland 
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Victim was enough to make three out of four young dicks 
hit the dirt in a swoon Viewing his first mummification 
case, LePeters chewed hard on a strip of Dentyne yet kept 
IS feet Using his new, streamlined thinking style, he 
a lowed himself only a single speculation, that the fellow 
had probably been a short guy who'd finally, m death, been 
able to reap a kind of vengeance on the big boys who had 
always towered over him 

In the many-tentacled world of homicide, fledgling dicks 
soon moved towards specialities Some were obviously 
going to become 'hardware freaks', experts m locks, 
windows, murder weapons, an ability to determine how 
1 ers gamed entry, what road-they had used to clear out 
o ^o^od towards 'clockwork', zeroing in on time 
rnm j terribly useful in the solutions of 

bpid u j dicks arrive? At precisely what time 
T pPof ^ omicide occurred? When did 'rigger' set in? 
enmo^ quickly that his strength as a homiciderwas 

traimno ability to 'read a body' Quite early in his 

dead hnri ^ scribed to the golden rule of homicide 'A 
bem^ friend' That is, stiffs, instead of 

clamrmno-^ ^ furious at having been knocked off and 
mvestiea^innc' more than co-operative during 

them Mnlf ^ of ^ifo Jeft in 

face fallino V^^^P^^^^rw^d dicks first checked a dead man's 

expression^iA ^ somewhere in a victim's 

out Earlv ? mirror reflecting the one who'd laid him 

neutral aLT; ^^re invariably 

in great shanp^^'Tl ^®mgn, as though the victim were 
Contrardf ha^r ^ the world 

sometimes' defianT^^nff times more expressive, 

occasions lentlv bl^^l^ terror-struck, on rare 
murderers knew to <;? more difficult than most 

the interest of stPPr ^ "weapon into a dead man's hand in 
motive On no mvestigators around to suicide as a 

more often than ^ ^ grab a gun firmly, 

if to say, 'Not on vn ^ k weapon dribble free as 

Not on your hfe, buddy ' Very often, hands told 
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had learned, by instinct, that a pocket hand provided the 
steadiest anchor for dead-eye firing Before long, one by 
one, the youngest dicks, envious of LePeters's astonishing 
scores begrudgingly took up the deceptively dandified 
style 

LePeters took his gun everywhere, never comfortable 
unless he felt the friendly unbalanced weight of it against 
his chest, he was delighted when holster friction began to 
wear out the lining of his best suit jacket, a trademark of 
the experienced homicider Finally, he understood the 
typical dick who felt like half a man without his weapon and 
even went to the lengths of wrapping it in cellophane in the 
morning so it could be worn in the shower LePeters, along 
with the other dicks, was scornful of 'grease jobs' or 
foreign-made guns, treasuring his all-American Smith and 
Wesson 38 As a younger man, freshly bar-mitzvahed, 
LePeters had kicked off each morning by solemnly winding 
the sacred phylacteries or 'tifiln' around his arm until he 
finally grew bored and stored them away Now, each 
morning, he leaped out of bed and put in twenty minutes of 
dry-shooting' in his bedroom, propping up two or three 
radical quarterly magazines as targets, in the prescribed 
manner What a distance he had travelled 
As the end of the month drew near, LePeters, though a 
loner through the programme, joined the younger dicks in 
speculation about the nature of the final exam, different 
for each group of graduates One morning, LePeters sat in 
class, idly jigglmg a few cartridges, while an instructor 
lectured about statements from dying victims 'A deathbed 
statement is admissible as evidence,' said the experienced 
old homicider, 'but the well-trained dick takes all 
precautions to make sure that the victim goes ahead and 
dies Otherwise, he'd be laughed out of court ' As he added 
a few notes to his bulging loose-leaf, LePeters saw a little 
old lady walk into the classroom, dust around a bit, and 
then slip out 'How many of you noticed that poor little old 
lady?' the instructor asked Before any of the dicks could 
raise their hands, he was passing out papers and saying, 'If 
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would inevitably be found vigorous, unvanquished, in mint 
condition, ready to sing to the high heavens about the 
victim's age, sex, and other evidential goodies 

LePeters kept a loose-leaf scrapbook of hoinicida 
nuggets that might some day be useful in turning the ti e 
of a difficult investigation He noted such apparent trivia as 
the fact that it was easy to misjudge the weight of the 
drowning victim Puffed up to Macy's Thanksgiving Day 
float size by long exposure to the water, a victim migh 
actually tip the scales at a svelte 110 pounds Then, too, it 
was wise not to stand around and leisurely smoke a 
cigarette while a man was drowning, confident that he 
show his face three times before going down for keeps 
Many victims went down once and stayed dowm 
particularly if they were of Italian descent Though it was 
certainly tempting, a detective must resist taking muggmg 
Coney Island-type pictures with homicide victims, 
hammy poses such as these often showed up in the tabloids 
and were bound to throw a dick's integrity open to 
question It was important to keep all notes m a loose-lear 
scrapbook so that the pages pertaining to a particular 
homicide could be dragged into court, and the rest of the 
book left behind Many a dick, who'd taken his entire 
notebook along, had been embarrassed on the stand when 
a sheaf of wild Havana orgy shots had tumbled to the floor, 
thereby throwing his testimony 'down the toilet', to use 
the courtroom phase 

As LePeters got deeper into the course, he became even 
deadlier with his gun, keeping it in what appeared to be an 
over-sized, stiff-leathered, frontier-type holster Though 
younger dicks sunk fortunes into velvety baby-leathered 
rigs and appeared to be 'well-hung', LePeters knew that in a 
tight situation a 38 might stick in a soft holder and result m 
one dead homicider Creakily stiff, polished leather, for all 
of its old-fashioned appearance, meant a smooth, reliable 
draw On the range, LePeters employed a relaxed style, 
casually slipping his free left hand into his side pocket and 
being hooted down for shooting like a dude Yet LePeters 
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TWO DAYS LATER Beste-Chetwynde and Paul were in the 
organ loft of the Llanabba Parish Church 

I don't think I played that terribly well, do you, sir?' 
'No ' 

Shall I stop for a bit?' 

T Wish you would ' 

Tangent's foot has swollen up and turned black,' said 
Beste-Chetwynde with relish 

Poor little brute’' said Paul 

J a letter from my mamma this morning,' Beste- 
Chetwynde went on 'There's a message for you in it Shall 
read you what she says?' 

Ha took out a letter written on the thickest possible 
paper 'The first part is all about racing and a row she's had 
Apparently he doesn't like the way she's 
rebuilt our house in the country I think it was time she 
r<^ped that man, don't you?' 

What does she say about me?' asked Paul 

She says 
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She was your final 

obqpr^r^f 4-u fhe dick's power of 

chnirp ^ ^ of twenty-five multiple 

ladv? and one essay, all involving the little old 

susnprf rights if she were a homicide 

victim ? conduct an investigation if she were a 

month LePeters saw the entire 

back to hiq '^ork going down the drain He thought 
fainted college when he had literally 

hineed on ;i economics final in which the entire exam 
knew the'anq^^'^ grange organization He actually 

have was too possibility that he might not 

box Butthiq-w bad knocked him out of the 

sucking m his^b^ ^ fcrent LePeters Loosening his collar, 
himself bv how i LePeters waded in and startled 

lady h™°rhr''"^ ^ remembered about the little old 
distinctive little ohT expression, the 

confidence, t (Htf 

rapped out an essav p the multiple choices, 

enormous cockiness^ hp^^ ^ finish- with 

tossed his paper at thp in to the front desk, 

got?'^ ® ructor and asked, 'What else you 
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'I don't see why it shouldn't be ' 

'Well, there is a reason I don't think I told you before, but 
fact IS, I'm married already ' 

That evening Paul received a summons from the Doctor 
He wore a double-breasted dinner jacket, which he 
smoothed uneasily over his hips at Paul's approach He 
looked worried and old 

'Pennyfeather,' he said, 'I have this morning received a 
severe shock, two shocks in fact The first was 
disagreeable, but not wholly unexpected Your colleague. 
Captain Grimes, has been convicted before me, on 
evidence that leaves no possibility of his innocence, of a 
crime — I might almost call it a course of action — which I 
can neither understand nor excuse I daresay I need not 
particularize However, that is all a minor question I have 
quite frequently met with similar cases during a long 
experience in our profession But what has disturbed and 
grieved me more than I can moderately express is the 
information that he is engaged to be married to my elder 
daughter That Pennyfeather, I had not expected In the 
circumstances it seemed a humiliation I might reasonably 
have been spared I tell you all this, Pennyfeather, because 
in our brief acquaintance I have learned to trust and respect 
you ' 

The Doctor sighed, drew from his pocket a handkerchief 
of crepe de chine, blew his nose with every accent of emotion, 
and resumed 

'He is not the son-in-law I should readily have chosen I 
could have forgiven him his wooden leg, his slavish 
poverty, his moral turpitude, and his abominable features, 

1 could even have forgiven him his incredible vocabulary, if 
only he had been a gentleman I hope you do not think me a 
snob You may have discerned in me a certain prejudice 
against the lower orders It is quite true I do feel deeply on 
the subject You see, I married one of them But that, 
fortunately, is neither here nor there What I really wished 
to say to you was this 1 have spoken to the unhappy young 
woman my daughter, and find that she has no particular 
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' "By the way, dear boy, I must tell you that the spelling 
m your last letters has been jusf too shatknng for words You 
know how terribly anxious I am for you to get on and goto 
Oxford, and everything, and I have been thinking, dont 
you think it might be a good thing if we were to have a 
tutor next holidays? Would you think it too boring? Some 
one young who would fit in I thought, would that good- 
looking young master you said you liked care to come? 
How much ought I to pay him? I never know these things I 
don't mean the drunk one, tho' he was sweet too'^ ^ 


'I think that must be you, don't you?' said Beste- 
Chetwynde, 'it can hardly be Captain Grimes ' 

'Well, I must think that over,' said Paul 'It sounds rather 
a good idea ' 

'Well, yes,' said Beste-Chetwynde doubtfully, 'it might 
be all right, only there mustn't be too much of the school 
master about it That man Prendergast beat me the other 
evening ' 

'And there'll be no organ lessons, either,' said PaCiI 

Grimes did not receive the news as enthusiastically as 
Paul had hoped, he was sitting over the Common Room 
fire despondently biting his nails 

Good, old boy* That's splendid,' he said abstractedly 'Pm 
glad, I am really ' 

Well, you don't sound exactly gay ' 

No, Im not Fact is, I'm in the soup again ' 

'Badly?' 

'Up to the neck ' 

chap, I am sorry What are you going to do about 


I ve done the only thing I've announced my 
engagement ' 

That'll please Flossie/ 

Oh, yes, she s as pleased as hell about it all, damn her 
nasty little eyes ' 

What did the old man say?' 

'Baffled him a bit, old boy He's just thinking things out 
at the moment Well, I expect everything'll be all right ' 



307 


The Agony of Captain Grimes 
The Hotel Metropole, Cwmpryddyg, is by far the grandest 
hotel in the north of Wales It is situated on a high and 
healthy eminence overlooking the strip of water that 
railway companies have gallantly compared to the Bay of 
Naples It was built in the ample days preceding the war. 
With a lavish expenditure on looking glass and marble To- 
day it shows signs of wear, for it has never been quite as 
Dopular as its pioneers hoped There are cracks in the 
:ement on the main terrace, the winter garden is draughty, 
md one comes disconcertingly upon derelict bath chairs in 
the Moorish Court Besides this, none of the fountains 
ever plays, the string band that used to perform nightly in 
the ballroom has given place to a very expensive wireless 
set which one of the waiters knows how to operate, there is 
never any note paper in the writing room, and the sheets 
are not long enough for the beds Philbrick pointed out 
these defects to Paul as he sat with Grimes and Mr 
Prendergast drinking cocktails in the Palm Court before 
dinner 

'And it isn't as though it was really cheap,' he said 
Philbrick had become quite genial during the last few days 
'Still, one can't expect much in Wales, and it is something I 
can't live without some kind of luxury for long I'm not 
staying this evening, or I'd ask you fellows to dine with me ' 
'Philbrick, old boy,' said Grimes, 'me and my pals here 
have been wanting a word with you for some time How 
about those yarns you spun about your being a shipowner 
and a novelist and a burglar^' 

'Since you mention it,' said Philbrick with dignity, 'they 
were untrue One day you shall know my full story It is 
stranger than any fiction Meanwhile I have to be back at 
the Castle Good-night ' 

'He certainly seems quite a swell here,' said Grimes as 
they watched him disappear into the night escorted with 
every obsequy by the manager and the head waiter 'I 
daresay he could tell a story if he wanted to ' 

'I believe it's their keys,' said Mr Prendergast suddenly It 
was the first time he had spoken For twenty minutes he 
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inclination towards Grimes Indeed, I do not think that any 
daughter of mine could fall as low as that But she is, for 
some reason, uncontrollably eager to be married to 
ome o y fairly soon Now, I should be quite prepared to 
pnrfJ ^ P^^^^i'ship in Llanabba to a son-in-law of whom! 

^ income of the school is normally not less 
thousand a year — that is with the help of dear 

. ^ onsekeeping and my junior partner would start 

sharpTt^^^^ df a thousand and of course succeed to a larger 

would IS a prospect that many young men 

whether K And I was wondering, Pennyfeather, 

businecrc] chance, looking at the matter from a 

view, without prejudice, you 
what thpA/ square, taking things as they are for 

I w^nd^^ facts, whether possibly 

'No 'saTd p MV 

hope I don'f ^ ^ afraid it would be impossible I 

Thattal really. Pm afraid . ' 

understand T 5 dear boy Not another word^ I quite 

It must be would be your answer. Well 

approaching Mr^Prendergalt"”* 

'NoTat ItUo^i'afal/ f =''' ' 

to-day You might tpll r- ^ 'vedding shall take place a week 
want to have morp f ^ that if you see him I don t 

whether it would Hp^ ° with him than I can help I wonder 
a moment a light to give a small party?" For 

died out 'No no t^^ Fagan's eyes and then 

not encouraging 'pooH f'Ti’ sports were 

hear ' ®‘"® Lord Tangent is still laid up, 1 

Paul returned to thp 

message ® '-ommon Room with the Doctor's 

^aid Gnm.es '1 i- ii 

What d'you want forVw might fall through ' 

orSl™®? brightened 'Wha^ ‘"I present?' Paul asked 

promised me and Prendy?'" that binge you 

All right-' said Paul 'We'll u 

11 have It to-morrow ' 
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'Really, Grimes,' said Mr Prendergast, ‘1 am afraid you 
made him quite annoyed with your questions, and that 
stout man over there is staring at us in the most marked 
way ' 

Ive got a toast to propose Prendy fill up your glass 
Here's to Trumpington, whoever he is, who gave us the 
money for this binge*' 

And here's to Philbrick,' said Paul, 'whoever he is*' 

And here's to Miss Fagan,' said Mr Prendergast, 'with 
our warmest hopes for her future happiness*' 

Amen,' said Grimes 

After the soup, the worst sort of sole Mr Prendergast 
made a little joke about soles and souls Clearly the dinner 
party was being a great success 

lou know,' said Grimes, 'look at it how you will, 
IS rather a grim thought ' 

the three reasons for it given in the Prayer book have 
always seemed to me quite inadequate,' agreed Mr 
rendergast 'I have never had the smallest difficulty 
about the avoidance of fornication, and the other two 
advantages seem to me nothing short of disastrous ' 

My first marriage,' said Grimes, 'didn’t make much odds 
either way It was in Ireland 1 was tight at the time, and so 
was every one else God knows what became of Mrs 
rimes It seems to me, though, that with Flossie I'm in for 
solemn solemnization It's not what I should have 
chosen for myself, not by a long chalk Still, as things are, I 
suppose it's the best thing that could h ave happened I 
hmk I've about run through the shoolmastering 
profession I don't mind telling you I might have found it 
pretty hard to get another job There are limits Now I'm set 
Up for life, and no more worry about testimonials That's 
something In fact, that's all there is to be said But there 
have been moments in the last twenty-four hours, I don't 
mind telling you, when I've gone cold all over at the 
thought of what I was in for ' 

I don't want to say anything discouraging,' said Mr 
Prendergast, 'but I've known Flossie for nearly ten years 
now, and — ' 
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had been silting ver\' upright in his gill chair and veryalerl, 
his eyes unusually brighl, daitmg ihts way and that inhis 
eagerness to miss nothing of the gay scene abc^ul him 
What s their keys, Prendy^* 

Why, the things they get given at thccounler I thought 
ror a long time it was money ' 

Is that what's been worrying you^ Bless your heart, I 
thought it was the young lady in the office you were after. 

Oh, Grimes'' said Mr Prendergast, and he blushed 
warmly and gave a little giggle 

guests into the dining room 
I haven t taught French for nothing all these years,' said 
Grimes, studying the menu 'I'll start with some lolly old 
hiiilres ' 

Prendergast ate a grapefruit with some difficulty 
hat a big orange'' he said when he had finished it 'They 
do things on a large scale here ' 

The soup came in little aluminium bowls 'What price the 
ancestral silver? said Grimes The Manchester merchants 
on the spree who sat all round them began to look a little 
askance at Paul's table 

Someone s doing himself well on bubbly,' said Grimes as 
a waiter advanced staggering under the weight of an ice 
pail from which emerged a Jeroboam of champagne 'Good 
egg' It s coming to us ' 

With Sir Solomon Philbrick's compliments to Captain 
rimes an congratulations on his approaching marriage. 


old boy. 

this Sir Solomon Philbnck— know him well?' 

He s here quite frequently, sir ' 

Spends a lot of money, 

'Does he pay his bill?' 

I really couldn't say. I'm afraid, sir Would you be 
requiring anything else?' 


'All right, old boy' Don't get sniffy Only he's a n^I of 
mine, see?' ^ ^ 



The Agony of Captain Gnmes 

US unconsciously pregnant with desirable villa residences 
There's no escape As individuals we simply do not exist 
We are just potential home builders, beavers and ants How 
do we come into being? What is birth?' 

'I've often wondered,' said Mr Prendergast 
'What IS this impulse of two people to build their beastly 
home? It's you and me, unborn, asserting our presence All 
we are is a manifestation of the impulse of family life, and if 
by chance we have escaped the itch ourselves. Nature 
forces it upon us another way Flossie's got that itch 
enough for two I just haven't I'm one of the blind alleys off 
the main road of procreation, but it doesn't matter Nature 
always wins Oh, Lord' oh. Lord' Why didn't I die in that 
first awful home? Why did I ever hope I could escape?' 

Captain Grimes continued his lament for some time in 
deep bitterness of heart Presently he became silent and 
stared at his glass 

T wonder,' said Mr Prendergast, 'I wonder whether I 
could have just a little more of this very excellent 
pheasant?' 

'Anyway,' said Grimes, 'there shan't be any children. I'll 
see to that ' 

'It has always been a mystery to me why people marry,' 
said Mr Prendergast 'I can't see the smallest reason for it 
Quite happy, normal people Now I can understand it in 
Grimes's case He has everything to gain by the 
arrangement, but what does Flossie expect to gain? And 
yet she seems more enthusiastic about it than Grimes It 
has been the tragedy of my life that whenever I start 
thinking about any quite simple subject I invariably feel 
myself confronted by some flat contradiction of this sort 
Have you ever thought about marriage — in the abstract, I 
mean, of course?' 

'Not very much, I'm afraid ' 

I don't believe,' said Mr Prendergast, 'that people would 
’ ever fall m love or want to be married if they hadn't been 
told about it It's like abroad no one would want to go there 
if they hadn t been told it existed Don't you agree?' 
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'There isn't anything you can tell me about Flossie that I 
don't know already I almost wish it was Dingy I suppose 
it's too late now to change. Oh^ dear*' said 
despondently, gazing into his glass 'Oh, Lord* oh. Lor 

That I should come to this*' , 

'Cheer up Grimes. It isn't like you to be as depressed as 


this,' said Paul , 

'Old friends,' said Grimes — and his voice was charge 
with emotion — 'you see a man standing face to face wi 
retribution Respect him even if you cannot understan 
Those that live by the flesh shall perish by the flesh I 
very sinful man, and I am past my first youth Who sha 
pity me in that dark declivity to which my steps ineviUbly 
seem to tend? I have boasted in my youth and held my hea 
high and gone on my way careless of consequence, but ever 
behind me, unseen, stood stark Justice with his two-edged 


sword ' 

More food was brought them Mr Prendergast ate with a 
hearty appetite 

'Oh, why did nobody warn me?' cried Grimes in his 
agony 'I should have been told They should have told me 
in so many words They should have warned me about 
Flossie, not about the fires of hell I've risked them, and I 
don't mind risking them again, but they should have told 
me about marriage They should have told me that at the 
end of the gay journey and flower-strewn path were the 
hideous lights of home and the voices of children I should 
have been warned of the great lavender-scented bed that 
was laid out for me, of the wistaria at the windows, of all 


intimacy and confidence of family life But I daresay I 
shouldn't have listened Our life is lived between two 


homes We emerge for a little into the light, and then the 
front door closes The chintz curtains shut out the sun, and 
the hearth glows with the fire of home, while upstairs, 
above our heads, are enacted again the awful accidents of 
adolescence There's a home and family waiting for every 
one of us We can't escape, try how we may It's the seed of 
life we carry about with us like our skeletons, each one of 
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WE LIVE IN strange times It can now be revealed that there 
has been m existence for the past year (notwithstanding 
anything that may be contained in the Offences against the 
htate Act) a body known as the Royal Myles na gCopaleen 
Institute of Archaeology (and you can bet your life that the 
latter term embraces Palaeontology, Eolithic, Palaeolithic 
and Neolithic Anthropology) Some months ago this body 
sent an expedition to Corcn Dorcha (or Corkadorky), the 
most remote Gaeltacht area in Ireland or anywhere else 
Violent excavations have been in progress since, and 
preliminary reports which are reaching Dublin from the 
explorers indicate that discoveries are being made \vhich 
rnay mean the end of civilisation as we know it, and the end, 
loo, of all our conventional concepts of human, social, 
artistic, geological and vegetable evolution If these 
messages are to be believed, the Corkadorky researches 
will throw again into the melting pot the whole sad mess of 
Tertiary Man, Sir Joseph Prestwich's theory of the 
essentially pleistocene palaeolithic character of the Kent 
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'I don't think you can be quite right, said Paul, ) 
animals fall in love quite a lot, don't they , ^ yVhat 
'Do they?' said Mr Prendergast 'I didn t kno 
an extraordinary thing’ But then I had an au jt's 

used to put its paw up to its mouth when ^ ^ ggalio’’ 
wonderful what animals can be taught ^ vvith 
at the circus, I saw in the paper, who )Ugg e 

umbrella and two oranges' Nirvcle ' 

'I know what I'll do,' said Grimes 'Ill get arno 

This seemed to cheer him up a little He 00 
glass of wine and smiled wanly 'I m afraid yVhat 

following all you chaps have said I was thin mg 

were we talking about?' ,„aHedwitl’ 

'Prendy was telling me about a sea lion who j gg 

an umbrella and two oranges ' u 1 o- areal 

'Why, that's nothing I can juggle with a whacking g 

bottle and a lump of ice and two knives Look 

'Grimes, don't’ Every one is looking at you /pipas< 
The head waiter came over to remonstrate 
remember where you are, sir,' he said 

'I know where I am well enough,' said Grimes 
the hotel my pal Sir Solomon Philbrick is talking or 
and I tell you this, old boy if he does, the first person to 
his job will be you See?' ^ 

Nevertheless he stopped juggling and Mr Prenderga*- 
ate two pkhes Melha undisturbed 

'The black cloud has passed,' said Grimes 'Grimes is no 
going to enjoy his evening ' 
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WE LIVE IN strange times It can now be revealed that there 
has been m existence for the past year (notwithstanding 
anything that may be contained in the Offences against the 
State Act) a body known as the Royal Myles na gCopaleen 
institute of Archaeology (and you can bet your life that the 
latter term embraces Palaeontology, Eohthic, Palaeolithic 
ahd Neolithic Anthropology) Some months ago this body 
sent an expedition to Corea Dorcha (or Corkadorky), the 
^ost remote Gaeltacht area in Ireland or anywhere else 
Violent excavations have been in progress since, and 
preliminary reports which are reaching Dublin from the 
explorers indicate that discoveries are being made which 
niay mean the end of civilisation as we know it, and the end, 
too, of all our conventional concepts of human, social, 
3rlistic, geological and vegetable evolution If these 
rnessages are to be believed, the Corkadorky researches 
Will throw again into the melting pot the whole sad mess of 
Tcrtiarv Man, Sir Joseph Prostwich's theory of the 
cssentnlly pleistocene palaeolithic character of the Kent 
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'plateau-gravels', Stonehenge, the glacier theories, tli^ 
'proofs' of European neolithic eskimo stratigraphs, and 

even show that the gigantic mammalian skeletons which are 

honourably housed in our museums are fakes of the fust 
order perpetrated by 'Irish' Iberian flint-snouted morons 
(c 6,000 B C ) who practised the queer inverted craft oi 
devising posterity's antiquities , 

Local observers are hourly awaiting the emergence or 
the Corkadorky Man, who is expected to prove himself the 
daddy of every other Man ever pupped by scholarly dirt- 
shovellers Unlicensed short-wave radio transmitters are 
standing by to flash the news to the learned societies of the 
world Herr Hoernes, the famous author of Der 
Mensch in Europe, is maintaining a 24-hour watch at the 
earphones in Stockholm with M. Mortillet, whose 
Prehislorique is still read 

A word about this Royal Myles na gCopaleen Institute of 
Archaeology There is some mystery about the 'Royal, 
many commentators holding that the term has reference 
to the bar of a certain theatre where it is alleged the first 
meeting was held and the learned objects of the Institute 
defined. Be that as it may, it would be rash to suppose that 
the Institute is just a gatherum of clay-minded prodnoses 
Every branch of research has a sub-institute of its own and 
the heavily documented reports of each sub-institute are 
appraised, co-ordinated, catalogued, sifted, indexed, cross- 
referenced, revised, checked and digested by the 'Royal 
Institute , which is essentially an assessive, deductive and 
archivistic body Within the 'Royal Institute' you have, for 
instance, the Institute of Comparative Bronzes This body 
IS concerned only with time-bronze progressions (mostly 
based on millennial variations in the obliquity of the earth's 
orbit) and has already disproved practically every thing 
that has appeared in L'Anthropologte Maleriaux pour Vhistoire 
primitive de I homme, the somewhat inexact French 
publication Then again you have the Association of 
Superior Muck This body is composed of chemists who 
spend their time surveying the testing samples of alluvial 
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muck and all manner of water-borne ordure All this goes 
to show that the researches now m progress fiave no 
relation to scare journalism, 'all that is best in Irish lire , 
'progress', or any other shibboleth It is an exercise in 
scientific discovery and deduction There is no margin for 
emotion, conjecture or error That is why Herr Hoernes 
stays up all night in Stockholm 
I have no intention of entering into the contents of the 
perturbing preliminary reports 1 have mentioned, or 
describing the larger objects stated to have been dug up I 
illustrate here, however, a few of the smaller and less 
disturbing relics which were unearthed The figures 
shown over are carved in stone As a layman I do not know 
what to make of them The lower stone seems to be a 
representation of primitive greyhound racing, with every 
chance that our friend in front will clock 30 15 The upper 
stone may mean that we once had a national sport of fish- 

An observer on the spot, and who assisted in some ot tne 
excavations, has given me a somewhat far-fetched story 
which I pass on for what it is worth (and not, mark you, for 
what it is not worth) According to him the primei^l 
human remains unearthed were fossilized, and bore on the 
legs certain serrated markings that suggested corduroy 
Various other aspects of hair remains, neckwear remains 
and whatnot provided an impressive accumulation of 
evidence that the Corkadorky Man was an Ice Age fly-boy 
and the progenitor of the present indefeasible Irish nation 
It will be a nice cup of tea for the G AA if this is proved to be 
the case 

I will have more to say on this subject 

A SPECIAL despatch from the explorers sent to 
Corkadorky by the Royal N4yles na gCopaleen Institute or 
Archaeology states that large masses of diorite rock have 
been unearthed The rocks look like adamellite and contain 
orlhoclase, plagioclase felspar, micropegmanite starch. 
Igneous hornblende, baking soda, gangrene-pale pyroxene, 
not to mention andesine strata tinged with accessory 
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deposits^ such as zircan and apatite , , 

The Plain People of Ireland Begob appetite is right, you 
need a square meal and a pint of stout after that mout u 
of chat What book did you cog all them jawbreakers ou 
of? 

Myself The Encyclopaedia Bntannica , 

The Plain People of Ireland And a fine man he is when he s a 
home, God bless him 


IN CORKADORKY 

The savants sent to Corkadorky by the Royal Mylos na 
gCopaleen Institute of Archaeology continue to send bac 
curious despatches The latest says that the Corkadorky 
Man IS at last a reality It appears that he is streets ahead o 
the famous Monmouthshire Man, nor has he anything to 
fear from Iceland's renowned Stelvik Man He is one of the 
most interesting men ever discovered, and while an 
account of his more singular characteristics must be 
postponed to a future article, I may say here that one 
remarkable feature about him is the right index finger 
Beyond yea or nay, it is the longest finger ever encountered 
by anthropologists The Long Finger of the Corkadorky 
Man has, in fact, fascinated the explorers, and keeps 
continually cropping up in their somewhat incoherent 
messages There is a long indentation or sign of wear on 
the top of It and the archaeologists argue that this must be 
proof of the Man's practice of putting things on the Finger 
and keeping them there for lengthy periods 'Lengthy 
periods in this context would, of course, mean centuries 
This corroboration of the well-known folk idiom about 
putting things on the long finger is curious and may mean 
that the Corkadorky Man may explain for us at last why 
our record in the world as men of affairs has always been so 
miserable 

From inquiries I have made I am glad to say that no traces 
of old fossili7ed meal have been found in the Man's mouth 
and that the hands bear no traces of cheese or of the 
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despised cheese-paring tool That is sonaething to be 
thankful for and something to be going on with 


A roving party from the Myles na gCopaleen Institute of 
Archaeology have arrived m Killarney and have chosen to 
start excavating at the bottom of the lakes It is a safe bet 
that nobody else m the world would have thought of doing 
that or anything like it As usual, the operations have 
resulted in a flood of wild rumours Preliminary messages 
arriving m Dublin say that the explorers have found that 
the bottom of the lake consists, not of the usual mess of 
niuck and weeds one might expect, but first-grade 
, waterproof concrete The Institute contends that this 
; twith other proofs they have) goes to show that Killarney 
IS not a divine accident of nature or 'heaven's reflex', but 
t the personal handiwork of our crafty ancestors If the 
) t'astitute IS correct, the whole hash of lake and mountain 
I With its wealth of sublimely inconsequent nuance was 
^ carried out with hod, trowel, plumb-line and muck-bucket 
, It seems also that the whole place is a network of hot pipes 
, ^^d that It IS thus that the sub-tropical vegetation effects 
j, ^cre got The pipes are buried at varying depths and are 
, said to be connected with hot subterranean spas in Clare 
and places even more distant Apparently what the 
, Institute IS getting at is that the whole of Ireland is a vast 
, construction job and that we have nobody but ourselves to 
, thank for our peerless scenery Sea shells have been found 
^ on top of the Devil's Mountain, proving that sea-level soil 
was heaped up by human agency to make the mountain It 
, IS thought that the Firbolgs (or 'Bagmen') were the slave- 
I artisans who did the carrying work in primitive times The 
large hollow left by the excavation necessary to construct 
I even a small mountain was always carefully concreted and 
filled with water 

The savants who are in Kerry hope to produce a 
Killarney Man in due course What they intend to do with 
him we can only guess 


The Treatment 
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^ immensely broad man with 

prominence just twirp n swung into 

taking the nublir'c quality of his legs and 

abruptly befori 41":., “l" 

fanatical about thp ' director, who was 

bowmen The the truth about Welsh 

musical post m Salt I ^ u ^PP^^i^tment to some 

found that his stvle of ^ ^ which ended when it was 
salt ^omg something to the 

summer of 1929^ Langley s apogee took place in the high 
singing withouTgi^tting^ve^ v^f 

become the most nrofm^ ^ simply to 

notes so low they would ba fitting 

ey would banish performers like Kipnis and 
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Jetsam to a place among the castrati For Lew this worked 
well, but for no one else Below a certain note he would 
keep opening his mouth and smiling, showing that the 
notes he was hitting were making a big impact on Lew, but 
for people outside Lew nothing came across at all This 
meant that whole sections of the songs he sang became 
fogged and the drift of the ballads he favoured was always 
elusive This did not bother anyone, for the songs that Lew 
favoured added up to a curriculum of every disaster that 
had ever hit this century and the last If ever a character in 
one of Lew's songs set foot on a desert, he would be 
fighting off delirium and vultures by the end of the first 
verse, if anyone went down a mine, methane could be seen 
thickening around every note 

His teacher, Mathew Seewell the Sotto, who loved a 
light tone of voice and a jovial type of lyric, said that he 
would never have been able to stand Lew if it had not been 
for his way of vanishing from vocal view every whip-stitch 
Lew helped pucker the brow of a whole decade by standing 
in front of eisteddfod audiences, opening his mouth wide 
and gesturing broadly while failing for two thirds of the 
time to communicate anything but a sense of unease Many 
a sub-committee was set up to decide into what eisteddfod 
category Lew was supposed to fit 
In the operettas that swept across Meadow Prospect like 
hail. Lew had little better luck 'His parts were kept 
deliberately small If anyone came in to announce himself 
as the sole survivor of a plague, a flood, an explosion, this 
would be Lew, spreadinga thickness of doom over the entire 
hall with one of the great lowing notes of which he was 
capable when not climbing down into the cellarage 

But even here his wings were wetted The jealousy 
endemic in the musical life of Meadow Prospect caused all 
operatic choruses to cluster in a tight swarm around 
anyone who had the vocal ball at his feet They did this with 
particular ferocity in the case of Lew, not only muffling his 
tone but, short as he was, blotting him from sight It was 
usual in the middle of Lew's announcement of the latest 
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earthquake or bush-fire to see Lew's head bursting like a 
furious bomb from between the packed thighs of the 
besieging choristers 

Lew's occupation at this period was that of a modest 
insurance agent, vending nothing more spectacular than 
the most meagre kind of funeral benefit His manner as he 
approached the door of his clients, was so grave and 
portentous, his voice, as he requested the penny or 
twopence contribution, so deep and hollow that many 
regarded him as bringing too monotonous a note of 
mortality into a transaction which, from the start, was 
short on laughs 

In 1926, people decided that they could not stand a long 
coal strike and Lew So they persuaded him to go touring m 
the United States with a male voice party He had some 
success In one of the South Western States some farmers 
found that one of Lew's middle notes had the power of 
riveting steers, causing them to turn around, fall still, 
listen and become fatly placid He was awarded a florid 
honorary doctorate in a University so obscure that to this 
day the FBI maintains that Lew made the whole thing up 
He was awarded a professorship in vocal control, which in 
his case meant how to bring a song to a dead stop with no 
sense of shyness or anomaly 

In the blazing July of 1929 he returned to Meadow 
Prospect to attend a large eisteddfod to be held the 
following month He wore a heavy fur-collared coat down 
to the top of his boots, meant to fool the most savage type 
of Arkansan winter, a hat so stupendously rimmed it 
would have made Lew, stripped of his coat, look like a 
hatter's shop window fitting 

He expected to be feted He was ignored Ignored by the 
eisteddfod committee who regarded Lew as a fakir and a 
loon Ignored by the recently widowed woman whom Lew 
wished to woo 

Lew exhibited his rage He stalked up and down the 
fierce central hill of Meadow Prospect, his hat and coat 
firmly m position The heat was ruthless Lew's face grew 
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redder and more apoplectic as the group who sat around in 
Tasso's Coffee Tavern pleaded with him to use sense and 
slip out of his stetson and fur before he had a stroke 
The group in Tasso's got to work They scraped up every 
fact from the private lives of the eisteddfod committee and 
the widow The harvest, it seemed, was dark and 
astonishing The committee men were persuaded to let Lew 
adjudicate the bass solo competition which he did with an 
impercipience that still inhibits a fair belt of singers in the 
deeper range When he delivered his adjudication he kept 
on his fur-collared coat and it managed to strike a note of 
sardonic mastery When he went to offer the widow his 
compliments we persuaded him to take off his coat so that 
she could see what she was having in the way of a groom 
If we hadn't he would never have made that trip to Salt 
Lake City One more trip up Meadow Prospect hill in that 
rig would have floored him 
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JUDGE, COUNSEL, USHER CLERK 
/flrfes ^ POLICEMAN ts down R TAe spotlight down L 

KIRBY exils down L 

M^Fipf prosecutor to«) 

MABEL What s going on, Arthur? 

USHER Silence^ 

ioE ’'Jif Kirby Groomkirby 

(She cresses to the 

hack) Com/LtHg ^“rrttuf ^ 

POLICEMAN closes ihe 

PROSECUTOR M'lord tho 

aware arp nnf m rt.e I ^ as your Lordship is 

Groomkirbv has ad accused, Kirby 

between th^first of A Magistrate's Court that 

he has been fairb, “®“st last year and the ninth of April 

was Lrf the ' L the cLe • 

offences in add,t Ji°Pititi®*^ther 

ttences m addition to the thirty-four in the original 
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indictment to be taken into account making a total 
altogether of forty-three On the last occasion on which he 
took a life he was warned by Detective Sergeant Barnes 
that complaints had been lodged and that action would be 
taken against him if he failed to conform to the law It was 
after this, while he was preparing to repeat the offence, 
that Detective Sergeant Barnes arrested him 
JUDGE This would have been his forty-fourth offence? 
PROSECUTOR Yes, m'lord, but it was never carried out 
JUDGE Because he was arrested 
PROSECUTOR Yes, m'lord 

JUDGE (with heavy sarcasm) It would be a pity to credit him 
with the wrong number of offences 

PROSECUTOR He went before the Magistrate's Court on 
the third of this month where he pleaded guilty and was 
remanded for sentence Since then he has asked for the 
nine other offences to be taken into account 
JUDGE Are these nine offences exactly similar? 
PROSECUTOR They are exactly the same, mlord, except 
that the victims are different 
JUDGE Naturally the victims wouldn't be the same What 
method has he been using? 

PROSECUTOR He seems to have been using the same 
technique fairly consistently, m'lord He tells his victim a 
joke, waits tor him to laugh, and then strikes him with an 
iron bar 

JUDGE {after pondering for a second) Is there any previous 
record? 

PROSECUTOR No, m'lord 

JUDGE He's been in no other kind of trouble at all? 
PROSECUTOR None at all, m'lord 
JUDGE I see (He writes) 

(The PROSECUTOR sits) 

(To the Defence) Yes? 

DEFENCE (rising) M'lord, I should like to begin by calling 
Detective Sergeant Barnes to the witness-box 

(The USHER rises and signs to the POLICEMAN who opens the 
door R 
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BARNES eniers R and ts shown inio the witness-box by the 
USHER, who hands him the Bible and swearing card The POUCE- 
MAN closes the door) 

BARNES I swear by Almighty God that the evidence I 
shall give shall be the truth, the whole truth, and nothing 
but the truth Detective Sergeant Barnes, Gamma 
Division 

{The USHER takes the Bible and card and resumes his seat) 
DEFENCE Sergeant Barnes, you I believe spoke to the 
accused, and to his parents, shortly before he was arrested^ 
BARNES That is so, yes, sir 

DEFENCE Would it be true to say that you found him very 
communicative and helpfuP 

BARNES He was as communicative as I understand he 
usually IS, yes, sir 

DEFENCE And helpful? 

BARNES He was quite helpful, yes, sir 
DEFENCE Whom did you see first. Sergeant Barnes — the 
accused or his parents? 

BARNES I saw his parents to begin with, sir 
DEFENCE What did you say to them? 

BARNES 1 put the position to them, sir, and told them 
that complaints had been received about their son s 
conduct 

DEFENCE Yes — I'm sorry to interrupt you. Sergeant 
Barnes, but perhaps you can tell the Court what in so many 
words you said on this first occasion? 

BARNES Yes, I think I can remember what I said, sir 
When I went in, the first person I saw was Mr Groomkirby, 
so I addressed what I had to say to him. I said to the best of 
my recollection, something to the effect that 'It's beginning 
to add up down at the mortuary, Mr Groomkirby'. 

JUDGE {intervening) Meaning that you were keeping a 
check of this man's victims? 

BARNES We were rather pressed for space, m'lord 
JUDGE I know that. Sergeant What I'm asking you now 
IS whether your remark 'It's beginning to add up down at 
the mortuary' referred to this man's victims only, or to 
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those of other people as welP 

BARNES It was a kind of joke, m'lord I was trying to keep 
on friendly terms at that stage and I made the remark in a 
somewhat humorous manner I went on to say, 'We 
haven't got the Albert Hall, Mr Groomkirby' 

JUDGE So you weren't giving information? 

BARNES Not what you might call information, no, 
m'lord 

(The JUDGE returns the ball to the Defence) 

DEFENCE What did Mr Groomkirby say to you, as far as 
you can remember. Sergeant Barnes, in reply to that 
remark of yours? 

BARNES It was Mrs Groomkirby, sir She said, 'We shall 
have to have another word with him, Arthur ' 

JUDGE (intervening) Who is Arthur? 

DEFENCE The father, m'lord 
JUDGE Arthur Groomkirby? 

DEFENCE Yes, m'lord (To Barnes) Did you get the 
impression from the conversation you had with the mother 
and father of the accused. Sergeant Barnes, that they were 
doing all they could to help their son and take his mind off 
law-breaking? 

BARNES I got the impression that they were very 
concerned at the turn things seemed to have been taking, 
sir 

DEFENCE And genuinely determined to do what they 
could for their son, to get him to mend his ways? 

BARNES Yes, sir 

DEFENCE And the accused — it would be true to say, 
wouldn't it. Sergeant Barnes, that he rather confided in 
you? 

BARNES He told me certain things about himself, yes, sir 
DEFENCE Can you tell his Lordship what you were able 
to gather from this conversation with the accused — and his 
parents — about his character in general, and what you 
think may have caused him to act as he did? 

Barnes He seemed to have a strong desire, m'lord, to 
'N ear black clothes He told me he'd had it for as long as ho 
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could remember, and his mother, m'lord, told me the same 
For the last year or two he's been studying what he calls 
logical analysis', and this has gradually taken the form of 
looking for a logical pretext for wearing his black clothes 
Prior to that I understand he just wore them without 
concerning himself about finding a pretext, m'lord 

JUDGE, There s nothing reprehensible in his wanting to 
be rational about it 

BARNES No, m'lord But with the accused it seems to 
have combined rather adversely with this urge to wear 
black, m'lord 

JUDGE In what way? 

BARNES He said he had to have rational grounds for 
wearing it, mlord 

JUDGE Yes? 


BARNES And he hit upon this idea of going into 
mourning 

JUDGE For his own victims, I suppose 

BARNES For his own victims, m'lord 

JUDGE {after pondering for a second) Surely there must have 

people dying from natural causes 

V ^ wouldn t wear mourning for anyone he 

hp f ^ specifically to him He said 

ne telt it would be a mockery, m'lord, 

JUDGE Was he sincere about this? 

BA^ES I think he was, mlord, yes 

yhe JUDGE nods imperceptibly to the Defence) 

Could we bring m exhibit nine, m'lord? 

TWO 1 ^ ^ NUMBER 

TWO and NUMBER THREE weighing machines 

The'pou^MAt GORMLESS on 

fits seat) ^ ^ USHER resumes 


machineJthere°n weighing 
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BARNES Yes, sir, I have 
DEFENCE Where did you see them? 

BARNES They were upstairs with a good many more, sir, 
at the house where I interviewed the accused, sir 
DEFENCE Are these the ordinary kind of weighing 
machines such as anyone going into an amusement arcade 
or into a chemist's shop might expect to find? 

BARNES They are a fairly common type, yes, sir 
DEFENCE They are in fact, what are sometimes known as 
'Speak-your-weight' machines? 

BARNES Yes, sir 

DEFENCE How many of these machines did you find 
when you went to the house at which the accused was 
living? 

BARNES A good many, sir I didn't count them, but I 
should say running into several hundred 
DEFENCE Would the number you saw be consistent with 
there being five hundred of these machines? 

BARNES It would be consistent with that, yes sir 
DEFENCE Were you able to discover in your conversation 
with the accused. Sergeant Barnes, any motive he might 
possibly have for building up this exceptionally large 
collection of Speak-your-weight machines? 

BARNES He did refer to them, sir I didn't set much store 
by what he said because I thought it sounded a bit far- 
retched, but I gathered it was more the volume of sound he 
Was concerned about He wanted them to be heard over a 
long distance 

Defence By anyone in particular? 

BARNES By as many people as possible, sir 
EFENCE He was teaching them to sing, wasn't he, 

Sergeant? 

Barnes That was his intention, sir 
judge To do what? 
j^FENCE To sing, m'lord 

machi*^^ ? were talking about weighing 

Defence These are a special type, m'lord, which speak 
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when subjected to weight and can also be trained to sing I 
have had these three brought into the court for this reason, 
mlord There would be no difficulty in arranging for them 
to sing a short song, or part of a song, if your Lordship 
would allow. 

JUDGE How long is this going to take? 

DEFENCE It would take a matter of minutes, mlord 
JUDGE iunenthusiasiically) Yes I suppose so. 

DEFENCE I am very much obliged to your Lordship {He 
nods to the usher and sits) 

{The USHER rises, takes out a pitch pipe and gives a middle C 
After a brief pause, NUMBERS TWO and THREE launch into the 
'Lizzie Borden' song as a duet GORMLESS is silent T/i^ JUDGE, in 
so far as he takes notice of the song at all, remains unimpressed by it 
The song ends There is a pause) 

{He rises) Thank you, m'lord 

(The USHER crosses to Gormless) 

One final question. Sergeant Barnes 

{The USHER removes the weight from Gormless) 

GORMLESS 'Fifteen stone ten pounds ' 

{There is a pause for one puzzled moment The USHER returns to 
his seat) 

DEFENCE (resuming) Was anything said to you. Sergeant 
Barnes, either by the accused or by his parents, that might 
lead you to believe he was intending eventually to have 
these weighing machines shipped to the North Pole? 

BARNES Yes, sir Arrangements were actually in hand 
for this, sir 

DEFENCE Did he volunteer any information that might 
explain this action? 

BARNES Only to say that he wanted them to act as sirens, 
sir 

JUDGE (intervening) Sirens? 

BARNES (in an explanatory manner) To lure people to the 
North Pole, m'lord 

DEFENCE There was a scientific reason for this. Sergeant 
Barnes, wasn't there? 

BARNES Yes, sir 
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DEFENCE Will you try and enlarge on this for his 
Lordship, Sergeant Barnes? 

BARNES (to the judge) I fancy he had some notion, m'lord, 
that once these people were at the North Pole, if he could 
get enough of them together in the one place, he would 
have very little difficulty in persuading them all to jump at 
the same moment 

JUDGE And what inscrutable purpose was this 
manoeuvre calculated to serve? 

BARNES I think he was more concerned with what would 
happen when they landed again, m'lord He was hoping it 
might have the effect of tilting the earth's axis a little more 
to one side, m'lord 
JUDGE (after a pause) I see 

DEFENCE This would very likely bring about quite far- 
reaching climatic changes, would it not. Sergeant? 

BARNES I think something of that kind was what he had 
m mind, sir 

DEFENCE A shifting of the Ice Cap, for instance? 
BARNES Yes, sir 

DEFENCE This might well give rise to a new Ice Age so far 
as these islands are concerned? 

BARNES In all probability, yes, sir 

DEFENCE Would it be true to say. Sergeant Barnes, that 
he was hoping in this way to provide himself with a self- 
perpetuating pretext for wearing black? 

BARNES Yes, sir 

DEFENCE By ensuring that for an indefinite period 
deaths from various causes connected with the excessive 
cold would be many and frequent? 

BARNES That was at the back of it, yes, sir 
DEFENCE Thank you. Sergeant Barnes 
(BARNES stands down and exits R) 

I would like to call Mrs Groomkirby now to the witness- 
box (To the Usher) Mrs Groomkirby (He sits) 

USHER (rising and calling) Mrs Groomkirby 
(The POLICEMAN opens the door R) 

POLICEMAN (calling) Mrs Groomkirby 
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MABEL (off) All right, give me time to get downstairs 
(MABEL enters R The POLICEMAN closes the door) 

USHER. His Lordship is waiting, Mrs Groomkirby 
MABEL Where do I go? 

{The USHER shows MABEL into the witness-hox) 

You feel so public (In the witness-box, she becomes somewhat 
overawed by her surrounding) 

(The USHER hands the Bible and swearing card to MABEL) 

I swear by Almighty God that the evidence I shall give shall 
be the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth. 
(The USHER takes the Bible and card and resumes his seat) 
DEFENCE (rising) You are Mabel Laurentina Groomkirby? 
MABEL Yes, sir 

DEFENCE You are the mother of the accused, Mrs 
Groomkirby, are you not? 

MABEL Oh, well, yes. I suppose if it's Kirby on trial, I 
must be I hadn't realized 

DEFENCE It would be true to say, wouldn't it, Mrs 
Groomkirby, that your son likes wearing black? 

MABEL He's worn it all his life 

DEFENCE He likes wearing black but he doesn't feel 
justified m wearing it except at the funeral of someone he 
knows? 

MABEL Well, it's only m the last few years he's come to 
think like that, really He always used to just wear it. 
DEFENCE His attitude has changed? 

MABEL It's been very noticeable over the last year or 
two 

DEFENCE. Can you account for this change in any way, 
Mrs Groomkirby? 

MABEL Not really — unless his studies have had anything 
to do with it He^'s always been of a very logical turn of mind 
ever since he was born, but what with all this studying 
lately he seems to have got a different attitude altogether 
these last few years 

DEFENCE Your son is a rather ingenious young man, is 
he not, Mrs Groomkirby? 

MA.BEL A lot of people say he is, yes, sir. 
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DEFENCE He has a cash register, I believe 
MABEL That's right 
DEFENCE What exactly is the function of this cash 
register, Mrs Groomkirby? What does your son use it for? 

MABEL It was an egg-timer to begin with, and then he 
gradually came to rely on it more and more for other 
things 

DEFENCE When it was an egg-timer — can you tell his 
Lordship how it worked? 

MABEL Well, Sir, it was rigged up in the kitchen with the 
telephone on one side of it and the gas stove on the other 
He likes to have his eggs done the exact time — just the four 
minutes ten seconds — or he won't eat them He just goes 
right inside himself So he rigged up the cash register 
DEFENCE How did it work, Mrs Groomkirby? 

MABEL He'd got a stop-watch but he wouldn't trust that 
He'd trust it for the minutes but he wouldn't trust it for the 
seconds 

DEFENCE And so he used the cash register instead? 
Mabel That and the telephone He had them side by 
Side 

defence What was the actual procedure he adopted, 
Mrs Groomkirby? 

Mabel Well, he'd put his egg on to boil, then he'd stand 
there with his stop-watch 
Defence Go on, Mrs Groomkirby 
Mabel Well, then the moment it said four minutes 
exactly on his stop-watch, he'd simply dial TIM, wait for 
the pips, ring up No Sale on the cash register and take out 
his egg 

Defence And this was, m fact, the only sequence of 
actions that took precisely the ten seconds? 

Mabel That's right, sir He wouldn't eat them 
otherwise 

Defence And he worked this out for himself without 
assistance whatever from anyone else? 

Mabel Oh, yes It was entirely his own And then he 
started getting dependent on the bell for other things as 
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well Eating first, and now practically everything he does 
ne has to have a bell rung 

DEFENCE To come back to this question of the black 
clothes, Mrs Groomkirby 

MABEL They ve as good as told him that if ever he were 
for^him^^^^ C3sh register it would mean total paralysis 

DEFENCE Yes You say your son, Mrs Groomkirby, has 

^ ^ wearing black Will you tell his Lordship in 

^ attachment to black clothes? 

HDrL L 1 ^ baby things were black He had a 

acK shawl and rompers and even down to his bib were all 

in hDrLf u Pdlow-cases We had everything 

in fViP as soon as he was born People used to stop 

anvf-hin ^rid remark about him He's never worn 

Deonlp ^ ^ Sometimes when he was m his pram 

therp vf^ ^ ^ undertaker lying 

had^ I' ^orn that if we 

her in blarL f u going to dress him in black— or 

black wp'd ^ ^ been a girl and if either of them were 

But Jh!n white, so as to make a contrast 

lUnrF 7 white so we had the black 

TUnr^F^ insurance agent, sir 

JUDGE Yes, but is he coloured? 

JUDG^E^ ^ 

Groomkirbv i^ fh ^ get from you, Mrs 

cWactensf. hi: Tni:^To 

mst !Kr) ” "’O'"™' 

Mrs Groomkirby^ Each "::f vV*'""® ^ f to ask you, 

was struck with an iro u ® forty-three victims 

CK With an iron bar after having been told a ,oke 
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Would it be true to say that your son, Mrs Groomkirby, 
went to considerable trouble over these jokes? 

MABEL He went to very great trouble indeed, sir He sat 
up to all hours thinking out jokes for them 

DEFENCE Can you tell his Lordship why your son went 
to all this trouble with every one of his forty-three victims, 
when there were a number of far simpler methods he could 
have used? 

MABEL I think for one thing he rather took to the 
humorous side of it And for another thing he always 
wanted to do everything he could for these people He felt 
very sorry for them 

DEFENCE He wanted to make things as pleasant as 
possible for them even at some considerable trouble and 
inconvenience to himself? 

MABEL He didn't mind how much trouble he went to, as 
long as they ended on a gay note 

DEFENCE Thank you, Mrs Groomkirby 

(The USHER signs to Mabel to stand down 

MABEL comes from the witness-box and exits R) 


(He begins his final speech to the judge) M'lord, in asking you to 
take a lenient view of this case, I am not underestimating 
the seriousness of the offences this young man has 
committed They are very grave breaches of the law, and 
no-one realizes this now more than he does himself He has 
made very considerable efforts to find other ways of 
satisfying this — in itself quite harmless, indeed laudable — 
desire for a logical pretext, but so far, unfortunately, he 
has met with little success He has had this scheme 
involving the weighing machines We may think this to 
have been a somewhat grandiose scheme and that there 
could be very httle hope of its succeeding, or even indeed of 
being universally acceptable were it possible to adopt it 
The important thing is that it has been worked out by this 
astonishingly resourceful and gifted young man as the 
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result of a determination to avoid by every means m 
his power any further breach of the law in satisfying this 
craving he has for black clothes He has gone to very great 
trouble and expense in training these weighing machines, 
mlord, with the intention not of sitting idly down beside 
them to listen to and enjoy the fruits of his labour himself, 
but of keeping himself indirectly from coming into conflict 
with the law In my respectful submission, miord, this very 
complex personality with whom we are dealing is not in 
any ordinary sense of the word a killer, he is, on the 
contrary, a kindly, rather gentle young rrtan, not given to 
violence — except in this one respect — and showing himself 
to be quite exceptionally considerate of others even to the 
extent of arranging, at considerable personal sacrifice of 
time and energy, for them to die laughing I would 
therefore ask your Lordship to pass as light a sentence as, 
in your Lordship's judgement, is warranted in this very 
exceptional case (He sits) 

(KIRBY enters R, crosses to Gormless and replaces the weight He 
then crosses to C and raises his arms as though to conduct The 
JUDGE addresses KIRBY, who, startled, falls to his knees facing the 
Bench) 

JUDGE There have been too many crimes of this nature 
people killing a number of victims— forty-three in your 
case from what appear to be, and indeed often are in 
themselves, laudable motives Your counsel has made an 
eloquent plea for you, and two people have been willing to 
come into the witness-box — one of them the detective who 
arrested you— and give a favourable account of you But 
from your forty-three victims — not a word Not one of 
those forty-three has felt under any obligation to come 
tor\A^rd and speak for you, notwithstanding the great 
trouble we are told you went to in furnishing them with 
aug ing rnatter And what about the iron bar you used^ 
V'Vas this also chosen and wielded with the well-being of 
your victims in mind? I think not Your mother has said 
a you wear black This is not surprising Such a taste 
seems to me to be in perfect conformity with the career you 
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have chosen to embark upon I am not greatly influenced 
by the reasons that have been put forward for your having 
this apparently irresistible craving — they seem to me to 
have very little bearing on the matter It is becoming more 
and more an accepted feature of cases of this kind that in 
the course of them the Court is subjected to a farrago of 
psychological poppycock in which every imaginable 
ailment m the nursery is prayed in aid As for your desire to 
find a logical pretext, this is the one redeeming feature I 
have been able to find in this case But you could have come 
by a pretext in any one of a number of quite legitimate 
ways I have no doubt at all that at least a score of 
undertakers could have been found whose advice and 
assistance you could have had for the asking Instead you 
chose another way, a way which has led you straight to this 
Court You began a few months ago by telling your first 
joke to your first victim and then striking him with an iron 
bar What did you gel out of it? The excuse to wear black 
for a day or two Was it really worth breaking the law in 
order to be able to wear black for forty-eight hours? And 
then a little later on came your second murder, and the 
opportunity to wear black again for a short time And so it 
has gone on victim after victim, until even you could not 
have expected the authorities to overlook it any longer 
Indeed, Detective Sergeant Barnes warned you quite 
explicitly what would happen if you broke the law for the 
forty-fourth time There seems to me to be not the 
smallest shred of excuse for these repeated offences As for 
this diabolical scheme to send weighing machines to the 
North Pole, which we have been told is so ingenious, the 
less said about it the better If the song we have just had to 
listen to in this court is in any way typical of the kind of 
^mg we were to have been regaled by from the North 
Pole, it would be hard to imagine what sort of person would 
have been enticed there by it — or having got there would 
Want to remain for long within earshot, still less be in any 
It to jump up and down In deciding upon the sentence 
* shall impose in this case, I have been influenced by one 
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TnecZTZ' “ n sentenc.ng a man for 
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an 00D0rtu7h7 has not yet had 

cheated in th J ° '^°'r”u'*Ti however, is not to be 
treated m this way I shall therefore discharge you 
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WALTER GOT IN touch With me again the year after he ran 
for Congress from Dallas and won the election He was 
nrarried, he said They had a little boy They were living in 
the 3500 block on Potomac m Highland Park, Dallas 
A Dallas Citizens' Committee had chosen him as their 
candidate and had backed him to get the nomination and, 
despite the fact that Walter ran as a Republican and that 
Texas was a traditional Democratic state, he had been 
elected by a large plurality We had watched him run from 
the 66th floor at Felsenburshe City in New York Probably 
one of the dirtiest campaigns ever staged in American 
politics Also, Walter's Dallas Citizens' Committee would 
not stand up to any close examination But candidates have 
to find money somewhere and we are told that a lot of 
hoodlums are hat-over-the-heart patriots The real 
question was Where did the Citizens Committee find 
Walter? Another good question might have been Why did 
they find him? 

The Dallas Citizens Committee had advertised for a 
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and pYnp^ married man with a good war record 

to A who wished to dedica te himself 

under th,r?vT' Texas-born and 

for thp tnh hundred and eleven people applied 

for the job The committee chose Walter 

contestf/n ran there were a half-dozen crucial 

mtereshna^^^ around the country Walter's was mildly 
Democratir a Republican running against a 

Z ^ Democratic situation What I 

was the filfh ail the years I had known Walter 

Aat sort of -asn't 

Walter was fh considered that, of the two of us, 

pohtics 7o ^ purposeful about how he wanted 

Democrat whn^^ ^ mercenary I was the turncoat 

buck Mviobwp hustling the Republicans for a 

the Felsenhnr ° Parties but make itlook as if 

both par^ committed Republicans To hustle 

now one ^ ^ politicians, of which Walter was 

the electorai^svcf campaign was so low and so degrading to 
what made him rr ^ ^ wanted to hear him tell me about 
that badiv But tN ^ t have needed to be elected 

msTalird m the^HouTe We° 

but before I go onto wh^^^oc’Turred ftlL*t 

me lay out what Walter's campatgn had 

HashnrfleThtTownXne"* Haskms 

Country Club, and was board at the Dallas 

popular He had a good record^n^ politically 
terms m office He w^s . i j C:ougress after three 
may have taken one or twr./° \^ citizen, old-famiJy, who 
Walter built a fantasy ^ around whom 

Amer'i«n 'llirtlS* Chl^Cl iild ''"'’d' ^'7'*'' 

.p..* .. p.,». H.„: t" 
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toes wet in it by setting up his Loyalty Boards, but the thing 
had never been presented as a direct threat/choice at the 
voter level 

The issue was threateningly foreign, something the 
voters had heard of vaguely before but found it hard to 
evaluate in terms of their own lives, because it was such a 
remote and improbable phenomenon But Walter brought 
the smell of it and the fear of it very close to them He 
rubbed their faces in its foreignness, its distinct 
probability i 

It was also vaguely familiar because in the 20s Hearst had 
shrieked against the Wobbhes and Palmer had thundered 
that America must be saved from them But there had been 
Babe Ruth, C C Pyle, Dempsey, and flag-pole sitters 
available too, and so much more on the side that celebrated 
life Anyway, Americans hadn't shown any interest in 
politics yet beyond the courthouse They turned to politics 
with a bang when the Bomb was dropped and Walter had 
the great good luck to drag his malevolent issue in almost 
immediately after that 

Walter's 'Save America from Communist Infiltration' 
issue was redhot and unexploited Russians were as 
foreign as any foreigners could get They had a sick 
alphabet, morbid writers, and a very low regard for human 
life They had been shaky, undefined allies during the war 
but everybody knew that Uncle Joe was pretty tricky 
except that Walter didn't let it he there just like that 
He used a pendulum response He nourished fears fears 
that the peace wouldn't last He filled the vacuum created 
by the disappearance of the Nans 

1 was given the privilege of a preview of how Walter s axe 
would fall, splitting the country in half, w hilc he was still in 
the Navy at some desk job at Newport News We met by 
chance in the lobbv of the Carlton, always glad to see each 
other as two survning pseudo-lawyers Walter went to 
great lengths to thank me for having had something to do 
VMth getting him a job carlv in tht war with the OPA, 
soiTKthinj which 1 couldn't remember at all at the lime 
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Walter actually invited me to dinner that night, a famous 
first for Walter, something that is nearly certain to happen 
in anybody's lifetime^He was in full uniform, which most 
grandly would have outranked my discarded Marine 
corporal's stripes We went to an Italian restaurant called 
the Villa d'Este, where he astonished me by introducing the 
proprietor, a thug named Dom G Everyone is an insider 
somewhere Walter was not given a check for the dinner, 
but on the other hand neither was I The food was on the 
ouch side for anyone who had ever eaten with Mane, a red 
sauce joint 

Walter hadn't changed He was the same, plodding/ 
intent grind who preferred to punish one idea at a time 
until it lay bleeding He was always willing to settle for less 

He said he wanted some professional advice 'I have the 
chance to go into active politics, Charley,' he said 'I've been 
talking it over with a priest in the Navy and with some 
other people ' 

'A priest?' 

'Yes He was my — chaplain He isn't a professional 
politician, of course I'd like to confirm a few points with 
you ' 

'Why not?' 

'I am a lawyer I have a good war record lam wearing the 
leadership stripes of a lieutenant-commander — I was 
promoted yesterday, by the way I am devoutly interested 
in doing a job for constituents and I think I have discovered 
a new and vital issue for the American people as they face 
the unknown of a post-war world ' 

'Is that so? Where will you run?' 

'Texas ' 

'Salopado?' 

'No One of the cities.' 

'Congress?' 

'Well, that's the idea ' 

'What's the new issue?' 

'In strictest confidence?' 

'Why not?' 
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'You can talk it after I start to use it/ he said gravely He 
leaned forward 'Charley, this isn't off the top of my head 
I've read a lot of books — and you know how I go about 
studying a book — about political ideologies and economics 
and propaganda and I have proven the whole thing to my 
satisfaction — in theory anyway ' 

'Proven what?' 

'Provert that there is a demonstrable, incipient danger of 
Communism taking over the government of this country ' 
'WhaaaaP' 

'Right at this moment it might not seem so But I have 
solid information that the Russians are pressing us for an 
exchange of intelligence teams, for example, which would 
be deadly if it is allowed to happen They are going to try to 
infiltrate our government at every level If they can 
penetrate our intelligence organizations, and Colonel 
Donovan has already endorsed the idea, then they can 
infect other American institutions to which access is so 
much easier ' 

'Like where, Walter?' 

'Well, name it Our communications industries Our 
churches The new visual radio medium which may grow 
into something important It would be easy to worm into 
our educational system and our political organizations, 
including Mr Truman's United Nations Bribe and 
conscript They will come to us pretending to be friends 
until they can fill their Trojan horses to capacity Then 
they will strike in the dead of the night to overthrow our 
government to replace it with Communism ' 

'Jesus, Walter, I thought the war had bankrupted 
the Russians ' 

He took a deep breath, then expelled it carefully as he 
spoke 'Charley, through channels that represent one of 
the strongest, most cohesed organizations in the world, a 
unitary force with access to hidden plans and facts inside 
Europe, Asia and sources deep within this country, I have 
been privileged to study this thing from every direction 
What I have been told, what 1 have read and remembered. 
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has convinced me that this country is now facing a 
terrifying Communist peril ' 

I didn't doubt that Walter believed be had fallen upon a 
treasure of truth, what I doubted was his judgment in 
unraveling it \A/a!ler wasn't an intelligent fellow He was 
shrewd, he could imitate and simulate all the attitudes or 
cogent wisdom, but he had no judgment and no selectivity 
'Still — no offense Walter — but it ii an election gimmick, 
isn't \0' 

'Well, yes In the confining sense it is the lever that will 
put me into Congress where I will be able to fight and 
protect the American people from what then goes far 
beyond the gimmick stage and becomes a national peril. 
What I propose to take over will become the core of our 
national security ' 

'But are you going to use this in Texas of all places? Do 
you have any reason to believe that they know what 
Communism is or give a damn if they do?' 

'If they don't know right now, they will,' he answered 
calmly 'And, by God, the entire country will know within 
the next two years When I campaign on this issue, it is just 
possible that people who are soft on Communism might 
get hurt, but I'll even do that gladly because it has to be 
done ' 

I tried to see Walter from the new perspective he was 
offering me, but I couldn't He was the same faltering 
Walter who was sure to botch up another shot at the 
dignified eminence that meant so much to him He was 
telling me that he was going to get himself elected against 
an incumbent Democrat in Texas on an issue that would have 
him warning a country which had just won a world war He 
was going to try to tell those people that he would be 
protecting them from total infiltration and possession by a 
foreign power that had just lost 35,000,000 people in the 
same war and was lying gasping on its back from need, 
perhaps ten thousand miles from Texas 

I tried to talk around his nonsense, hoping it would go 
away 'Walter, can you remember how upset you were 
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when you discovered that we were going to pay a few 
dozen drunks two dollars apiece to vote the straight ticket 
for us, using the names of other people who had died 
before they wouldn't have bothered to vote on Election 
Day?' 

'Yes And I remember the gangsters you hired to 
intimidate the voters who did turn out And the police you 
paid to look the other way That will never happen in my 
kind of politics ' His voice had found its natural self- 
righteousness He held my forearm He was waxing 
eloquent, which was Walter's single talent beyond his pale 
innocence 'It was because of politics like that, and the 
Eastern bankers, and the Eastern establishment press that 
we were dragged into war Hitler had right on his side Ask 
any military man He would have whipped the Russians for 
us So the rest of us, my people in Texas, had to fight that 
Easterners' war m order to keep America for Americans 
by standing off foreign ideologies and loathsome alien 
conceptions Yes, Charley, I remember that Election Day in 
1935 Why do you ask?' 

'Did you vote in 1935, Walter? Or in '36? Or in '40?' 
'What about the gangsters?' 

'I was the one who told you that Did you ever see 
anybody being intimidated by a hired gangster at the polls? 
We had outgrown that even in 1935 Forty years ago they 
used hoodlums in ghettos to force people out to vote when 
they didn't even understand what voting was They were 
disenfranchised people who had fled their governments, 
who feared and hated governments, who couldn't speak, 
read, or write English So the Organization had people they 
could recognize, slum hoodlums who spoke their 
languages, herd them out to the polls so that they could 
turn their kids into doctors and police chiefs How do you 
think this country works, Walter? It is an ongoing struggle 
to persuade the people to reason out a government that can 
make better lives for them ' 

'B-movie stuff,' he sneered Walter even sneers when he 
is praying if he thinks God doesn't agree with him Anyone 



344 RICHARD COMDON 

can imagine how easy it is to want to punch him right in his 
mush when he sneers 

'And Americans can not only speak, read, and ivnte now 
— because of strong laws — but maybe they can even think 
By voting more they have less to complain about ' 

'We have gotten off the subject, Charley/ 

'Right Now — you want my professional opinion on 
whether you have a good election gimmick I say — sure It 
IS a great election gimmick But what I was starting to say 
is, this time it really is buying drunks' votes and hiring 
those gangsters you object to so much ' 

'I don't understand that ' 

'You will be lying to them, won't you? You are going to 
tell them that some cockeyed theory is absolute gospel fact, 
as if you held documents in your hand which proved how 
many Communists had infiltrated the government, which 
you do not have You will be saying in effect that you are a 
liar, therefore they should buy protection from you with 
their votes to save them from being burned in their beds 
'Do you really see it that way, Charley? Will voters see it 
that way? I knew you were just testing my thesis with 
hypothetical questions but you've brought up something I 
had not anticipated ' 

'Don't worry about it ' 

'Why shouldn't I? 

'What do Texans know about elections in New York 
forty years ago?' 

'That's right. Thank you, Charley Now — tell me 
straight out — what do you think of my plan?' 

'Will it get you elected, you mean?' 

'Yes That's where I want your opinion ' 

'I think It will all the way, Walter It may even be the 
coming thing in politics It's so simple ' 

'That's wonderful ' 

'Mind if I throw in a little lecture? Sort of singing for my 
supper?' 

'Please Go right ahead ' 

'Walter, politicians may seem to continue on without 



Walter Slurnc Goes la Washington 345 

much reference to the people, but whatever they do is the 
will of the people ' 

'But — where does that affect my plan?' 

'I )ust wanted to talk about how one idea can proliferate 
in politics Let's say you run on a platform of warnings 
about a Communist takeover Maybe in California a 
candidate is running on an issue of pensions for teenagers 
and in Ohio a man seeks office by offering free admission 
to race tracks Well, people like me, the professional 
survivors in politics, would watch the people react to each 
issue, then measure the issue's usefulness against the 
plurality it produced for the candidate against other 
pluralities The issues that get the best results are then 
moved along by people like me, to other candidates in 
following elections and, if these issues produce bigger and 
bigger pluralities all because of the accident of one man 
trying it out absolutely blind in Texas, a great national 
issue IS produced ' 

'That IS absolutely wonderful,' he said exultantly 'I 
knew I could count on you to tell me the truth ' 

That was the moment when Walter foretold his own 
future That was the isolated second when Walter and I, 
unconsciously, exchanged hats and styles Suddenly it was 
as though I were marching along toward some kind of a 
demonstration in civics and Walter were sprinting straight 
toward corruption Not that I knew it then But we were 
both beginning the long journey along each other's 
divergent railway tracks, both of us lost 


Walter Slurrie, the 1947 anomaly, a Texas Republican, won 
his election His plurality was the greatest in his state and 
all other states where contests on new issues were run 
I was on the phone talking to other political managers 
about it for almost a week The professional consensus 
favoring Walter's issue was overwhelming, because it 
seemed to work so well and produce such golden results 
With anti-Communism, Walter had built the boys a vote- 
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getter, and they were all busy gearing up for the next 
election, in hundreds of local, state, and federal elections 
where Walter, with his flashing Red Crusade, was still the 
national star 'This little son-of-bitch may just have laid out 
the issue of the 50s for us,' Pop said. 'Are you sure this is 
the same long, blond drink-of-water with those busy eyes, 
the one who stayed with us and run out on Margaret^ 
'The same one. Pop ' 

'The shitty hp-hcker you went to law school with^ 
'That's him Walter Slurrie ' 

'I can't believe it A shifty night court lawyer coming up 
with a great stunt like that That priest musta thought of 
the whole thing The boys are gonna make a lot of deals 
with this one, Charley, even if the Republicans are going to 
be carrying the ball this time ' 

Walter campaigned to establish in the prepackaged 
prejudices of Dallas voters that his opponent was 
subversively and dangerously Communistic, already 
acting as an advance agent of the Soviet government in the 
Congress Further, twenty-six workers were paid to 
conduct a telephone canvass of individuals listed in the 
Dallas telephone directory to spread the word that Walter's 
opponent's twenty-year-old daughter was spreading 
gonorrhea throughout the city 

It is hard to imagine how anyone could be free enough 
from self-doubt to be able to run a campaign like that 
Back-to-back the two charges ruined Walter's opponent's 
family The AP carried a sidebar out of Heppner, Oregon, 
three years later that the daughter had killed herself By 
that time Walter's opponent had already become a 
stumbling drunk and an outcast But the campaign sent 
Walter to Washington as a crusader and gave all American 
constituencies the greatest fake issue to rally round since 
William Jennings Bryan and the Cross of Gold 
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Has the little grocers shop near you closed down recently? Does your 
local sub-postmistress now toear a sarP Got a choice of xoine bars but no 
pub you like^ Chances are you re in one of London s new villagesi 


The Village Bookshop This is not for selling new books Nor, 
curiously, second-hand books It markets review copies 
and remainders, that is, books which the publishers could 
not sell and which the reviewer did not wish to keep Who 
would want to buy books like that? Villagers, of course 

Ye New Village Fubbe People often imagine that pubs receive 
only interior revamping Not so The most important 
changes take place outdoors It is no use installing 
varnished wood, inglenooks and Space Invaders, if the 
outside of the pub is not repainted in brown-purple with 
scrolly writing proclaiming that the brewers are really 
'Purveyors of gins, whiskies and other fine liquors', that 
here can be found 'real London ales' and that behind the 
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pub IS a small square of concrete known as 'a family beer 
garden' 

London village pubs have a stai system, as follows. 

* Dart board 
*'*' American pool 

*** Separate room marked Billiards 
**** Live rock or jazz most evenings 
***** A theatre upstairs 

The Blind Shop Not for the benefit of the blind, any more 
than the Third World shop is for the Third World Here the 
villagers buy blinds depicting rural scenes to hang in their 
basement windows, and to remind them of their country 
cottages which they cannot get to this weekend 

The Asian Shop Not just any old Asian shop, of course, 
because they are everywhere, just as are Chinese take- 
aways, Indian restaurants and next-day cleaners or photo 
developers To be a real village Asian shop, it must have the 
courage to feature at least ten things not available at the 
ordinary post office eg persimmons, lychees, mangoes, 
yams, plantains, coriander, kumquats, pomegranates, 
yaws, ben-ben and continental tomatoes as big as an 
elephant's navel 

The Liiile Restaurant with gaily painted red chairs and a vase of fresh 
flowers on each table Whether it sells pizzas or local 
hamburgers or doner kebabs does not matter The 
important thing is to have gaily painted red chairs and a 
vase of fresh flowers on each table Oh, and waiters in 
something stripey That way you can get the true village 
feeling of a French cafe Breton crepes followed by 
Calvados are best Or was that 1979? Well, it's probably 
come back by now 

The Village Wine Bar An antique shop which also sells wine 
hv the glass, at antique prices 
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The Print 'N Rrpro Shop Here, m their traditional studio, the 
print workers pursue their ancient craft of putting a piece 
of paper in a Xerox machine and pressing a knob You may 
also buy gaily coloured German felt-tip pens, and packets of 
envelopes which work out at only 6p each 

Hehogahahis Or Nostradamus Or Jabberwocky Any 
polysyllabic name will do to describe the village shop which 
sells traditional posters of James Dean, postcards of the less 
daring Impressionists and greeting cards with a deflating 
message on page 3 

Mr Scoff s Dehcales'^cn The village food shop Here you can 
buy authentic French bread made each day in London, 
pates made in pottery bowls, and bags of smoked salmon 
odds and ends to make your own smoked salmon mousse 
out of The proprietor of the shop must (a) have a paperback 
out under his own name, (b) be delightfully camp without 
actually being gay, (c) appear m the shop in person at least 
once a year 

The Village Cinema Not, of course, an Odeon or ABC (except 
perhaps if it has recently had a preservation order) but one 
with a folk name such as Screen on the Green, Flicks in the 
Sticks or the Bionic, Golders Green Here, during the 
afternoon and evening, villagers can see all the German, 
Japanese and Woody Allen films they ought to see, often on 
the very day they are reviewed in the Guardian (the village 
newspaper) At 11 15 begins the late night session of films 
they want to see, like Casablanca Singing in the Rain and Jules ef 
Jim, or any film that has a preservation order on it 

The Flour Shop And nothing is browner than real flour, or 
more lumpy, or more full of bits of stone (hence the label 
'stone ground') The traditional village maidens in their gay 
village Martini aprons will sell you buckwheat, sesame 
seeds, basmati nee or Canadian cracked rye, or indeed 
anything for which there is no recipe in your cookery 
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coarse cries, clumsy stalls and messy habits are not 
authentically representative of true London village life and 
can safely be ignored 

The Local Craft Shop Villagers like to support local crafts 
Especially they like to support the local crafts of Portugal 
(painted pottery), the Philippines (dangly rope objects), 
Peru (ponchos) and Penzance (brown coffee mugs) 

The Stripped Pine Shop The most ancient London village craft, 
dating back to the primeval mists of the 1960s, is the art of 
stripping pine Nobody knows for sure how it is done, no 
one has the faintest idea what happens to all that flaked 
black grot which is stripped off pine, and must amount to a 
hundred tons a year, nobody can begin to imagine from 
where come all those dressers and kitchen tables and desks 
Nobody would dare ask It is simply a mystery for which we 
must all be thankful Prices of stripped pine are expressed in 
an ancient village language, by the way, eg £AF/AO 

Ye Olde Rocke N Rolle Shoppe Villagers do not buy records, 
they rent them for taping and sell the lease back at a slight 
loss The racks are full of every LP ever made by Genesis 
and Billy Joel, the walls are festooned with boxes of total 
Verdi operas and the entire Haydn symphony range, for 
Haydn was the Sanderson of the orchestra Do villagers 
line their walls with boxes? The only music not found here 
is English folk music, which has no place in a London 
village 

The Architect s Workshop Under the spreading indoor palm the 
village architect works, conscious that passers-by are 
staring through his open-plan window over his open-plan 
shoulder and wondering what he is designing He is 
designing one-room extensions and back additions for 
other villagers, of course, or the smallest lavatories in the 
world for restaurants, or wine bar decors, or simply 
workshops for other architects If asked to build a house 
he would not know what to do 
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FOR TWO WEEKS Mr Parkhill had been delaying the 
inescapable Mr Kaplan, like the other students in the 
beginners' grade of the American Night Preparatory 
School for Adults, would have to present a composition for 
class analysis All the students had had their turn writing 
the assignment on the board, a composition of 100 words, 
entitled 'My Job' Now only Mr Kaplan's rendition 
remained 

It would be more accurate to say Mr K*A*P*L*A*N's 
rendition of the assignment remained, for even in thinking 
of that distinguished student, Mr Parkhill saw the image of 
his unmistakable signature, in all its red-blue-green glory 
The multicolored characters were more than a trade mark, 
they were an assertion of individuality, a symbol of 
singularity, a proud expression of Mr Kaplan's Inner Self 
To Mr Parkhill, the signature took on added meaning 
because it was associated with the man who had said his 
youthful ambition had been to become 'a physician and 
sergeant', the Titan who had declined the verb 'to fail' 'fail' 
failed, bankropt' 
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One night, after the two weeks' procrastination, Mr 
Parkhill decided to face the worst 'Mr Kaplan, I think it s 
your turn to — er — write your composition on the boar 
Mr Kaplan's great buoyant smile grew more great an 
more buoyant 'Myl' he exclaimed He rose, looked aroun 
at the class proudly as if surveying the blessed who were to 
witness a linguistic tour de force, stumbled over Mrs 
Moskowitz's feet with a polite 'Vould you be so kindly^ ari 
took his place at the blackboard There he rejected severa 
pieces of chalk critically, nodded to Mr Parkhill — it was a 
nod of distinct reassurance — and then printed in firm 
letters 

My Job A Cotter In Dress Faktory 
Comp by 

H*Y* 


'You need not write your name on the board, 
interrupted Mr Parkhill quickly 'Er — to save time 

Mr Kaplan's face expressed astonishment. 'Podden vne, 
Mr Pockheel But de name is by me pot of mine 
composition ' 

'Your name is part of the composition asked Mr Parkhill 
in an anxious tone 

'Yassiri' said Mr Kaplan with dignity He printed the rest 
of H*Y*M*A*N K*A*P*L*A*N for all to see and admire 
You could tell it was a disappointment for him not to have 
colored chalk for this performance In pale white the 
elegance of his work was dissipated The name, indeed, 
seemed unreal, the letters stark, anemic, almost denuded 
His brow wrinkled and perspiring, Mr Kaplan wrote the 
saga of A Cotter in Dress Faktory on the board, with much 
scratching of the chalk and an undertone of sound Mr 
Kaplan repeated each word to himself softly, as if trying to 
give to its spelling some of the flavor and originality of his 
pronunciation The smile on the face of Mr Kaplan had 
taken on something beatific and imperishable it was his 
first experience at the blackboard, it was the moment of 
glory He seemed to be writing more slowly than necessary 
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as if to prolong the ecstasy of his Hour When he had 
finished he said 'Hau Kay' with distinct regret in his voice, 
and sat down Mr Parkhill observed the composition m all 
its strange beauty 

My Job A Cotter In Dress Faktory 
Comp by 

H*Y*M*A*N K*A*P*L*A*N 

Shakspere is saying what fulls man is and I am feeling 
just the same way when I am thinking about mine job 
a cotter m Dress Faktory on 38 st by 7 av For why 
should we slafing in dark place by laktric lights and all 
kinds hot, for Boss who is fat and driving fency 
automobile^ I ask' Because we are the deprassed 
workers of world And are being exploy ted By Bosses 
In mine shop is no difference Oh how bad is laktric 
light, oh how IS all kinds hot And when I am telling 
Foreman should be better conditions he hollers, 
Kaplin you redical" 

At this point a glazed look came into Mr Parkhill's eyes, but 
he read on 

So I keep still and work by bad light and always hot 
But somday will the workers making Bosses to work' 
And then Kaplan will give to them bad laktric and 
positively no windows for the air should come in' So 
they can know what it means to slafe' Kaplan will 
make Foreman a cotter like he is And give the most 
, - bad dezigns to cot out Justice 

Mine job is cotting Dress dezigns 
T-H-E E-N-D 

Mr Parkhill read the amazing document over again His 
eyes, glazed but for a moment before, were haunted now 
It was true, spelling, diction, sentence structure, 
punctuation, capitalization, the use of the present perfect 
for the present — all true 
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'Is planty mistakes, 1 s'posc/ suggested Mr Kaplan 
modestly 

'Y-yes yes, there are many mistakes/ 

'Dat's because I'm tryink to giv'e dip ideas/ said Mr Kap an 
with the sigh of those who storm heaven 

Mr Parkhill girded his mental loins 'Mr Kaplan nr 
your composition doesn't really meet the assignment, e ^ 
haven't described your job, what you do, what your wor i5 
'Veil, it's not soch a interestink jop,' said Mr Kaplan 
'Your composition is not a simple exposition It s more 
a — well, an essay on your attitude ' 


'Oh, fine’' cried Mr Kaplan with enthusiasm 
'No, no/ said Mr Parkhill hastily 'The assigment vva 
meant to be a composition You see, we must begin wi 
simple exercises before we try — er — more philosophic 


essays ' 

Mr Kaplan nodded with resignation 'So naxt tinjn 
should be no ideas, like abot Shaksbeer? Should be on Y 


fects^' 


'Y-yes No ideas, only — er — facts ' 

You could see by Mr Kaplan's martyred smile that his 
wings, like those of an eagle's, were being clipped 

'And Mr Kaplan — er — why do you use "Kaplan" m the 
body of your composition? Why don't you say "I will make 
the foreman a cutter" instead of "Kaplan will make the 
foreman a cutter?" ' 

Mr Kaplan's response was instantaneous 'I'm so gl^h 
you eskink me dis' Ha' I'm usink"Keplen"in decomposition 
for plain and tsimple rizzon becawss I didn't vant de reader 
should tink I am prajudiced aganst de foreman, so I said it 
more like abot a strenger "Keplan will make de foreman a 
cotter'" ' 


In the face of this subtle passion for objectivity, Mr 
Parkhill was silent He called for corrections A forest of 


hands went up Miss Mitnick pointed out errors in spelling, 
the use of capital letters, punctuation Mr Norman Bloom 
corrected several more words, rearranged sentences, and 
said, 'Woikers is exployted with an "i", not "y", as Kaplan 
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makes'. Miss Caravello changed 'fulls' to 'fools', and 
declared herself uncertain as to the validity of the word 
'Justice' standing by itself in 'da smalla da sentence', Mr 
Sam Pinsky said he was sure Mr Kaplan meant 'opprassed 
voikers of de voild, not deprasscd, aldough day are deprassed 
too,’ to which Mr Kaplan replied, 'So ve bote got right, no? 
Don' chcnge "deprassed", only add "opprassed" ' 

Then Mr Parkhill went ahead with his own corrections, 
changing tenses, substituting prepositions, adding the 
definite article Though the whole barrage Mr Kaplan kept 
shaking his head, murmuring 'Mine gootness'' each time a 
correction was made But he smiled all the while He seemed 
to be proud of the very number of errors he had made, of the 
labor to which the class wasbeing forced in his service, of the 
fact that his ideas, his creation, could survive so concerted an 
onslaught And as the composition took more respectable 
form, Mr Kaplan's smile grew more expansive 
'Now, class,' said Mr Parkhill, '1 want to spend a few 
minutes explaining something about adjectives Mr Kaplan 
uses the phrase — er — "most bad" That's wrong There is a 
word for 'most bad" It is what we call the superlative form 
of "bad" ' Mr Parkhill explained the use of the positive, 
comparative and superlative forms of the adjective ' "Tall, 
taller, tallest " "Rich, richer, richest " Is that clear? Well, 
then let us try a few others ' 

The class took up the game with enthusiasm Miss 
Mitnick submitted 'dark, darker darkest', Mr Scymzak, fat, 
fatter, fattest 

'But there are certain exceptions to this general form,' 
Mr Parkhill went on The class, which had long ago learned 
to respect that gamin. The Exception to the Rule, nodded 
solemnly 'For instance, we don't say "good, gooder, 
goodest' , do we?' 

'No, sir'' cried Mr Kaplan impetuously ' "Good, gooder, 
goodf't '? Ha' It's to Icff' 

We say that X, for example is good Y, however, is — ?' 
Mr Parkhill arched an eyebrow mtcrrogativelj 

Batter' said Mr Kaplan 
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'Right* And Z is — V 
'High-cless*' 

Mr Parkhill's eyebrows dropped 'No/ he said sadly. 
'Nol high-cless?' asked Mr Kaplan incredulously For him 
there was no word more superlative , 

'No, Mr Kaplan, the word is "best"* And the word bad , 
of which you tried to use the superlativ^e form R 
"bad, badder, baddest" It's "bad" . and what's the 
comparative^ Anyone?' 

'Worse,' volunteered Mr Bloom 
'Correct* And the superlative? Z is the — ?' 

' "Worse" also?' asked Mr Bloom hesitantly It vvas 
evident he had never distinguished the fine difference m 
sound between the comparative and superlative forms o 
'bad' 

'No, Mr Bloom It's not the same word, although 
It — er — sounds a good deal like it Anyone? Come, come it 
isn't hard X is had, Y is worse, and Z is the — ?' 

An embarrassed silence fell upon the class, which, 
apparently, had been using 'worse' for both th^ 
comparative and superlative all along Miss Mitnick 
blushed and played with her pencil Mr Bloom shrugged, 
conscious that he had given his all Mr Kaplan stared at the 
board, his mouth open, a desperate concentration in his eye 
'Bad — worse What is the word you use when you mean 
"most bad"?' 

'Aha'' cried Mr Kaplan suddenly When Mr Kaplan cried 
'Aha*' it signified that a great light had fallen on him 'I 
know' De exect void' So easy' Ach'l should know dat ven I 
was wndmk' Bad — voise — ' 

'Yes, Mr Kaplan'' Mr Parkhill was definitely excited 
'Rotten'' 

Mr Parkhill's eyes gazed once more, unmistakably He 
shook his head dolorously, as if he had suffered a personal 
hurt And as he wrote 'w-o-r-s-t' on the blackboard there 
ran through his head, like a sad refrain, this latest 
’ manifestation of Mr Kaplan's peculiar genius 'bad — worse 
—rotten, bad— worse. 
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DURING THE FIRST World War, the punishment for 
homosexuality m the French army was execution How- 
ever, if you were an officer you were allowed a final 
charge against the enemy, on the understanding that you 
got yourself shot In one rather exceptional case the 
accused, who was the heir to enormous wealth and a proud 
title, was granted special leave from the battlefields until 
he had managed to consummate his marriage and 
procreate an heir Eight months after he was killed in 
action, a child was born — a girl That's the French for 
you — they take every trick but the last 

But for an Englishman there is always the fear that the 
French will win in the end Every now and then one of my 
friends will put it to the test and retire with his ill-gotten 
gams to perch on one of those green-brown hills at the back 
of Cannes But 1 am always struck by the sense of 
suspended animation which envelops him when he has 
acquired the sun blinds and the swimming pool Once he 
has collected the sunshine and the gin, and of course the 
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English papers, he is constantly obses'^ed with the price of 
butter 

My attitude to France was, I suppose, inherited from m) 
father, who always fell perfectly at home there because e 
never attempted to talk or make friends with the natives 
He admitted that there were certain things they did better 
than we did — sex and gambling, for instance — neither o 
which is true today When I was sixteen and had left my 
school, he decided that I should go into the Diplomatic 
Corps He used to play bridge at his club with the Gree' 
Ambassador, and usually won his money 'They are a very 
decent class of fellow,' he told me 'You'll enjoy being an 
Ambassador Come on,' and having prized some money 
from his trustees, spirited me across the Channel to Tours, 
where he had been told the best French was 
Twenty-four hours in Tours shook him He found 
encircled by the French Hitherto he had always had nis 
back to the sea, and a good hall porter at his elbow In Tours 
there wasn't even a good hotel 

'You don't care for this, surely^' he asked me 'You 
wouldn't be happy here? There's nothing to do ' 

'Learn French?' I asked him 

'Yes, but not here He was already fingering the money 
entrusted to him for my further education We left for 
Monte Carlo -that afternoon 'This will be better for you, 
my father assured me 'You get all nationalities here In the 
Diplomatic Service you'll find you have to mix ' My parent 
was anxious not to leave me alone with the wrong 
ambiance Ambiance was one of his four French words His 
other three were Le Bon Dieu 

'I believe,' he would reiterate, 'in Le Bon Dieu, which is why 
I find the Church of England service so frustrating ' 

'You never go,' my mother told him 
'That is why,' he told her 'Le Bon Dieu is everywhere 
except in an English church ' There was no arguing with 
Father, while the money lasted, at any rate In Monte Carlo 
it didn't last very long, about ten days, and we were posting 
breathlessly home before the cheques bounced In France it 
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was an offence for cheques to bounce, and Father dreaded 
not arrest, but banishment from the casinos 
I myself was arrested in France when I was eight years 
old I had swung a fishing line off the jetty and caught the 
hook in my thumb I was led away by a gendarme, with 
blood streaming from my hand As he marched me through 
the streets I sobbed, not with pain, but with terror True, 
he took me to a doctor, and not the police station, but why 
didn't the fool tell me what he was doing? An English 
Bobby would have given me a toffee and told me I was a 
brave little chap The French are a logical people, which is 
one reason the English dislike them so intensely The other 
IS that they own France, a country which we have always 
judged to be much too good for them France has for 
centuries blocked our way to Europe Before the invention 
of the aeroplane, we had to step over them to get 
anywhere I was particularly conscious of this geographical 
fact as a child, because I lived at Folkestone, where the 
Channel is at its narrowest, and the packet sailed daily for 
Boulogne When the gales blew, my nurse used to take me 
down to the Harbour to watch the homecoming 
passengers staggering down the gangplank, and crawling 
across the cobblestones to the Pavilion Hotel for a 
steadyer 'Serve them right,' she would tell me 'That's 
what you get for going abroad. Master Robert ' Intolerance 
was one of the subjects she taught me in the nursery, and I 
was a willing pupil 

For me intolerance is still the adrenalin in the vein of 
society Without it we should perish, with it we get into 
trouble The intolerance of white to black, Gentile to Jew, 
rich to poor, and vice versa makes for battle, murder and 
sudden death It also keeps everyone who stays alive 
fighting fit for a short time In the intolerance league, the 
British are still top— an unaccustomed position for this old 
country these days Over the years we have hung labels 
round the necks of foreigners Americans are brash, 
Spaniards lazy, Germans gross, Turks treacherous, 
Russians dangerous and the Italians pathetic We suffer 
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I would then walk under cover to a restaurant in the Place 
Vendome 

One evening, as 1 stepped into the Arcade, 1 saw at a 
distance of two hundred yards, a man carrying a body 
emerge from a lighted doorway and crossing the 
pavement, attack the colonnade with his victim's head 
Half a dozen times he swung his human battering ram, and 
then casually abandoning it, let what was left of it fall into 
the gutter, and returned to the bistro I suppose I could 
have arrived on the scene quicker, but when I did, the 
horror and fright I felt had been replaced by righteous 
indignation With scarcely a glance at the crumpled corpse,! 
tore into the cafe and into the half a dozen silent, sulky 
Frenchmen who sat there A torrent of pidgin French, 
stage argot and half-remembered phrases from the Folies 
Bergeres poured from my lips 

'Betes sauvages' Canatllel Mechants homines' Quelle belise quelle 
exposilton formuiahle' Que va dire Le GeneraP Appellez les gendarmes' 

I looked round for the man who had committed the crime, 
but could not identify him, yet they had all been there 
They had watched, they had done nothing, and now a man 
lay dead in the gutter, and still no one moved 
'Ambulance'' 1 shouted, 'Appelez tin ambulance, vite vite' Very 
well, if you won't do it, 1 shall ' 1 seized the telephone, and 
realized 1 hadn't the slightest idea how to proceed 1 pushed 
the receiver into the hands of the one I took to be the 
proprietor 'Appellez,' 1 ordered 'Appelez vile' Pas de nonsense' 
Attendez' 

1 really had them mesmerized 1 thinkin that brief instant 1 
realized why it is Englishmen are so good in a crisis Slow to 
anger, perhaps, but when we are roused our fury is really 
magnificent 'Venez'' 1 reiterated, 'venez vite'' and for the 
first time employing physical force, drove my finger deep 
into the patron's chest There was a hint of menace now in 
the way in which he replaced the receiver on its stand His 
eyes were fixed on something at the back of me 1 spun 
round, ready for a surprise attack, to find the corpse had 
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now got to his feet and was dusting himself off Then he 

started to laugh I can never forgive him that laugh I like to 

ink he was concussed, but'I can never be sure. All I knowis 
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wasn't worried so much about missing a single 
performance, but the rest of the run 
Boulogne served m the war as a bomb dump for 
returning allied missions who had failed to locate their 
intended target further inland It has been rebuilt with 
both eyes on the car ferry I was reminded of a Christmas 
toy for eight-year-olds The nursery floor is covered with 
sections of motorway, some of it not yet assembled 
Stepping out, except along the promenade, is unattractive 
and dangerous 

The French cannot bear to look out through a restaurant 
window without being able to road the price of the 
Crustacea and coq au vin they are consuming, in reverse 
They insist on being constantly reminded of the cost of 
living expressed m rump steak and chips The only thing 
that makes us British suspicious lest the French have more 
of the stuff than we have, is they never think of anything 
else A nation always ready to put its hand in anyone's 
pocket except its own I chose a bistro where I could 
glimpse the sea between the lines of graffiti, and after 
lunch joined the proprietor and his friends for a discussion 
on the Common Market Everyone agreed that it was in 
our interest to join Meanwhile it was in their interest to 
pop over on the Hovercraft and shop in Dover 

After luncheon I took a taxi and drove over to Le 
Touquet In the Casino, in the vast hotels, on the deserted 
plage, nothing stirred For most of the year Le Touquet is a 
ghost town, only coming to life for a few short weeks in the 
high summer Out of season its mood is set by the shells of 
the great hotels standing derelict in the forest, like the 
rums of Ankhor Vat Legend has it that Le Touquet died 
just as the war was ending, the result of a drunken 
escapade by four American airmen who wanted a little 
action If you want action these days, Le Touquet is the last 
place in which to find it Perhaps the French never intended 
to rebuild it Perhaps they didn't want to be reminded of 
the English milords who patronized the place between the 
Wars, accepting that in any case they wouldn't come back 
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Hovercraft, a vehicle of which I have always been slightly 
ashamed, believing it to be another British invention which 
ailed to jell, and imagining the South Coast of my 
beautiful land littered with these rusting giants, and set sail 
or Boulogne True, when I came upon it in Dover, it was 
stranded, apparently helpless on the sand, but a spirit of 
prevailed among its attendants Concrete ramps 
a een constructed leading to the doors of the monster 

an soon passengers were being invited to climb on board I 

tound the loading procedure unnerving Care has to be 
a en lest the thing should tip sideways, and when I 
s eppe on to the port side, two other passengers were 
nastily urged forward on the starboard deck Hovercrafts 
apparently cannot decide whether they are boats or planes 
1 e e ts are circular, but on the other hand there are air 
os esses, young ladies with bossy manners in identical 
uni orms, barking instructions and soliciting orders for 
'V alcohol and Customs-exempt cancer 

those of us who have never worked on the 
oa s. Hovercraft travel is perhaps the nearest they will 
get to operating a pneumatic compressor Once aloft, they 
re no , o course, grasping it by the handle, but actually 
up and down in the saddle Sucking up a gin and 
^ straw conveying a glass to my lips nearly 
knocked my teeth out~I learnt that the fellow in the next 

nlar.^ ^^^ 4 . P^yiug his first visit to France He was 

evening, -reckoning he would be 

hp 1A7 ^ to of 'abroad' m SIX hours, provided 

^ * poisoned by the grub 

Drnnnco'^^ pHns Called for a rather longer visit I didn't 
scufflp for twenty-four hours, just in time to 

recP.vp .R Monday night in time to 

m tkp T r. ^ customers Visiting France while one is acting 
havp n ^ theatre always adds excitement to the trip I 

posted as a defaulter, but there's 
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wasn't worried so much about missing a single 
performance, but the rest of the run 
Boulogne served in the war as a bomb dump for 
returning allied missions who had failed to locate their 
intended target further inland It has been rebuilt with 
both eyes on the car ferry I was reminded of a Christmas 
toy for eight-year-olds The nursery floor is covered with 
sections of motorway, some of it not yet assembled 
Stepping out, except along the promenade, is unattractive 
and dangerous 

The French cannot bear to look out through a restaurant 
window without being able to read the price of the 
Crustacea and coq au vin they are consuming, in reverse 
They insist on being constantly reminded of the cost of 
living expressed in rump steak and chips The only thing 
that makes us British suspicious lest the French have more 
of the stuff than we have, is they never think of anything 
else A nation always ready to put its hand in anyone's 
pocket except its own I chose a bistro where I could 
glimpse the sea between the lines of graffiti, and after 
lunch joined the proprietor and his friends for a discussion 
on the Common Market Everyone agreed that it was in 
our interest to join Meanwhile it was in their interest to 
pop over on the Hovercraft and shop in Dover 
After luncheon I took a taxi and drove over to Le 
Touquet In the Casino, in the vast hotels, on the deserted 
plage, nothing stirred For most of the year Le Touquet is a 
ghost town, only coming to life for a few short weeks in the 
high summer Out of season its mood is set by the shells of 
the great hotels standing derelict in the forest, like the 
rums of Ankhor Vat Legend has it that Le Touquet died 
just as the war was ending, the result of a drunken 
escapade by four American airmen who wanted a little 
action If you want action these days, Le Touquet is the last 
place in which to find it Perhaps the French never intended 
to rebuild it Perhaps they didn't want to be reminded of 
the English milords who patronized the place between the 
wars, accepting that in any case they wouldn't come back 
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even if they could afford to Those stuffed shirts who cried 
'Garfon^' and 'Banco^', and competed on the golf links and 
polo grounds for perpetual challenge cups given by English 
clubs and British regiments, and presented personally to 
the victors by the Prince of Wales or Gladys Cooper In 
those days we actors used to queue up at the barrier at 
Victoria Station on Sunday mornings to catch the boat 
tram with our share of the week's booty, anxious to join 
our betters on the green turf or across the green baize We 
were bound for a continent to which we British have never 
really belonged, but which in those days we really believed 
belonged to us 

It was dark when I returned to Boulogne The ferry had 
stopped running, the waterfront was deserted I had 
dinner in the empty hotel dining-room, and went to bed In 
the morning when I got into the bath there was no soap 
When I stepped out of it, there was no towel I rang the bell, 
and no one came Eventually, to stop myself shivering I 
dried myself on a sheet, calculating how much the French 
must have saved themselves over the years by not 
providing their customers with soap or bath towels 

Nowadays they don't even come when the customer 

calls They surely can't imagine that it's our turn to answer 
the bell? 



Mrs Rohbins 

^ . -y v r — > < V -s m si w - -i t 

RANDALL JARRELL 


PEOPLE DID NOT like Mrs Robbins Mrs Robbins did not like 
people, and neither was sorry She was a South 
African — not a native, not a Boer, a colonial She had been a 
scholar once, and talked somewhat ostentatiously of her 
work, which she tried to keep up To judge from her speech, 
she was compiling a Dictionary of Un-American English if 
lifts and trams ever invade the North American continent, 
Pamela Robbins is the woman to lead them Often, when 
you have met a true Englishwoman — the false ones are 
sometimes delightful — you feel that God himself could go 
no further, that way Mrs Robbins existed to show what he 
could do if he tried 

For Mrs Robbins understanding anybody, having a 
fellow-feeling for anybody, admitting anybody else exists, 
were incomprehensible vices of Americans, Negroes, 
continentals, cats, dogs, carrots She was 'half British 
phlegm and half perfidious Albion', according to Gertrude 
Johnson, who loved to refer to Pamela as the Black Man's 
Burden, any future work on Mrs Robbins will have to be 
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based on Gertrude's This half half formula was 
Gertrude's favourite She had said that the President was 
"half jeune fills, half faux bonhomme ' I hadn't liked her formula 
for Pamela, so I accepted her description of the President 
with bored matter-of-factness, as if she'd told me that he 
was half H2 and half SO4, but then I thought, 'It's so, it's so ' 
Sometimes Gertrude was witty without even lying 
For Mrs Robbins life was the war of one against all; in 
this she was another Gertrude, a commonplace, conven- 
tional jointed-hardwood Gertrude (Yet her conception of 
this war was that of a Hessian prince of the eighteenth 
century, while Gertrude's was that of the director of some 
War of the Future, a war in which the inhabitants of the 
enemy country wake up one morning to find that they 
have all been dead a week ) Mrs Robbins asked. 'If I am not 
for myself, who then is for me?' — and she was for herself 
so passionately that the other people in the world deoded 
that they were not going to let Pamela Robbins beat them 
at her own game, and stopped playing. 

Once Mrs Robbins had a long and, in its later stages, 
surprisingly acrimonious argument with several of her 
^ests (to Americans English manners are far more 
mghtenmg than none at all) about a book of Evelyn 
AJaugh s called Brideshead Revisiied. She believed it to be a 
satire on the Roman Catholic Church, since she was sure 
that its author was Too intelligent a man' to believe in 'all 
t at Her guests had a few good arguments, and she had 
many bad ones: yet, say what she might, the guests stayed 
unconvinced Finally she exclaimed, drawing herself up 'I 
have lived among the English aristocracy, and I know 'I had 
a v\ ays loved Cleopatra's 'The man hath seen some 

majpty,,and should know,' but before this I had never 
really heard it 

fought to acquire as much — not merit; 
■vv at id she know about ment^ — as much prestige or 
positi^ or face as possible. Since, as everybody knows, the 
ng IS never boast, there was nothing she didn't feel free, 
ce o igated, to tell you about herself: she was her own 
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tombstone For her mankind existed to be put in its place 
She felt that the pilgrim's earthly progress is from drawer 
to drawer, and that when we are all dead the Great Game 
will be over Mrs Robbins poured tea as industrial chemists 
pour hydrofluoric acid from carboys 
To hear her was to be beginning to despair Constance 
Morgan's beloved Dr Rosenbaum once murmured, like the 
Spartan boy 'I do nodt like de tune she says zings to ' 
Gottfried Rosenbaum, that kindly— or as some people said, 
that crazy — composer, could as easily have pronounced the 
Hottentot click sounds Mrs Robbins had grown up among 
(though to hear her, she seemed to have been born in an 
airliner over the Cape of Good Hope, and to have arrived in 
Sussex on the second day) as he could have pronounced th 
He said d a third of the time, / a third of the time, and z a 
third of the time, and explained, smiling, that after a few 
years, ass zhure ass Fadt, these would merge into the 
correct sound It is true that his rf and / and z were changing, 
but not in the direction of any already existing sound his 
speech was a pilgrimage towards some lingua franca of the 
far future — 'vot ve all speak ven de Shtate hass videredt 
avay,' as he would put it 

It never was the individual sounds of a language, but the 
melodies behind them, that Dr Rosenbaum imitated For 
these his ear was Mozartian To hear him speak French, if 
you didn't try to understand what he was saying, was as 
good as attending Pliedre he seemed a cloud that had 
divorced a textbook of geometry to marry Guillaume 
Apollinaire — when you replied, weakly. Yes, it was in the 
accents of Matthew Arnold appreciating Rachel Without 
realizing it. Dr Rosenbaum imitated for a few minutes the 
characteristic tune of whatever person he had been talking 
to — you could tell immediately whether he had been 
having a conversation with one of the professors educated 
at the City College of New York or with one begun at 
Indiana and finished at the Harvard Graduate School 
But even his Unconscious knew enough to refuse to 
imitate Mrs Robbins Her every sentence sang itself to a 
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melody so thin-lipped, so emptily affected, so bloodless, so 
heartless, so senselessly and conclusively complacent, that 
it was not merely inhuman but inanimate, not merely 
lifeless but the negation of life — as you listened plants 
withered, the landscape grew lunar, the existence of 
Paramecium, of molds and spores, of the tobacco mosaic 
virus came toseem the fantasy of some Utopian planner, her 
voice said that there is nothing 

To understand what Pamela Robbins was one didn't 
need to listen to what she said, to understand English, to 
understand human speech, the Afghans, who had never 
learned to make the slightest sense out of, discrimination 
between. Here and Get dowiP and Bad dog ' — they knew what 
Mrs Robbins was, and as she fed them wagged their tails 
distrustmgly They ate like horses — no, that isn't fair, they 
ate horses, anything but horsemeat, in those quantities, 
would have been beyond the Robbins' means 

If I tell you that Mrs Robbins had bad teeth and looked 
like a horse, you will laugh at me as a cliche-monger, yet it 
is the truth I can do nothing with the teeth, but let me tell 
you that she looked like a French horse, a dark, 
Mediterranean, market-type horse that has all its life 
begrudged to the poor the adhesive-tape on a torn five- 
franc note that has tiptoed (to save its shoes) for 
centuries along that razor-edge where Greed and Caution 
meet This dark French look was, I suppose, Mrs Robbins' 
Norman blood' coming out, for surely the Normans must 
fiave taken along with them on the Conquest some 
ordinary Frenchmen 
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Chapter XXVI 
Hoinj IV A Split King 

WHEN HENRY IV Part 1 came to the throne the Barons 
immediately flung their gloves on the floor in order to 
prove 

1 That Richard II was not yet dead 

2 That Henry had murdered him 

Henry very gallantly replied to this challenge by exhibiting 
Richard IPs head in St Paul's Cathedral, thus proving that 
he was innocent Finding, however, that he was not 
memorable, he very patriotically abdicated in favour of 
Henry IV, Part II 

Renewed Educational Ferment 

Even Henry IV, Part II, however, is only memorable for 
having passed some interesting laws against his Old 
Retainers, le butlers and sutlers, who had irritated him by 
demanding Liveries, requiring to much Maintenance, etc He 
also captured the Scottish Prince James and, while keeping 
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him as a sausage, had him carefully educated for nineteen 
years, finding, however, that James was still Scotch, Henry 
IV Part II lost interest m education and died 


Chapter XXVII 
Henry V An Ideal King 

ON THE DEATH of Henry IV Part II, his son. Prince Hal, who 
had won all English hearts by his youthful pranks— (such 
as trying on the crown while his father lay dying, and 
hitting a very old man called Judge Gascoigne)— deter- 
mined to justify public expectation by becoming the Ideal 
English King He therefore decided on an immediate 
appearance in the Hundred Years War, making a 
declaration that all the treaties with France were to be 
regarded as dull and void 

Conditions in France were favourable to Henry since the 
French King, being mad, had entrusted the government or 
the country to a dolphin and the command of the army to 
an elderly constable After capturing some breeches at 
Harfleur (more than once) by the original expedients or 
disguising his friends as imitation tigers, stiffening their 
sinews, etc Henry was held up on the road to Calais by the 
constable, whom he defeated at the utterably memorable 
battle of AGINCOURT (French POICTIERS) He then 
displaced the dolphin as ruler of Anjou, Menjou, Poilou, 
Maine, Touraine, Againe and Againe, and realizing that he 
was now too famous to live long expired at the ideal 
moment 


Chapter XXVIII 
Henry VI A Very Small King 

THE NEXT KING, Henry VI, was only one year old and was 
thus rather a Weak King, indeed the Barons declared that 
he was quite numb and vague When he grew up, however, 
he was such a Good Man that he was considered a Saint, or 
alternatively (especially by the Barons) an imbecile. 
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]pan of Ark 

During this reign the Hundred Years War was brought to 
an end by }onu of Ark, a French descendant of Noah who 
after hearing Angel voices singing Da Re Mt became 
inspired, thus unfairly defeating the English in several 
battles Indeed, she might even have made France top 
nation if the Church had not decided that she would make 
an exceptionally memorable martyr Thus Joan of Ark was 
a Good Thing in the end and is now the only memorable 
French saint 


The Wars of Ihe Roses 

Noticing suddenly that the Middle Ages were coming to an 
end, the Barons now made a stupendous effort to revive 
the old Feudal amenities of Sackage, Carnage and 
Wreckage and so stave off the Tudors for a time They 
achieved this by a very clever plan, known as the Warsoflhe 
Roses (because the Barons all picked different coloured roses 
in order to see which side they were on) 

Warwick the Kingmaker 

One of the rules in the Wars of the Roses was that nobody 
was ever really King but that Edmund Mortimer really 
ought to be any Baron who wished to be considered King 
was allowed to apply at Warwick the Kingmaker's, where 
he was made to fill up a form, answering the following 
questions 

1 Are you a good plain crook? 

2 Are you Edmund Mortimer? If not, have you got 
him? 

3 Have you ever been King before? If so, state how 
many times, also whether deposed, beheaded, or 
died of surfeit 

4 Are you insane? If so, state whether permanently 
or only temporarily 

5 Are you prepared to marry Margaret of 
Angouleme? If Isabella of Hainault preferred, give 
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reasons (Candidates are advised not to attempt 
both ladies.) 

Have you had the Black Deaths 

What have you done with your mother? (If Nuti, 

write None ) 

Do you intend to be I (a) a Good King 

(b) a Bad King 
(f) a Weak King 
II (a) a Good Man 
(h) a Bad Man 

(Candidates must not attempt more than one in 
each section ) 

How do you propose to die? (Write your answer in 
BLOCK CAPITALS ) 
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ALL WEEK MY my thoughts have continually returned to the 
business of Mr Ike Ward Doubtless you'll remember he 
was the man born a slave and who has just died aged 119 
Well, it's not so much the longevity that astounds me, more 
the fact that he was mained 16 times Was he, I wonder, 
trying to tell us something? What was tremendously 
bucking was to read that he'd outlived all 16 of them too 
To defuse and render harmless 16 wives is no mean feat, 
there may be hope for me yet Assuming he got married 
for the first time when he was 19 — as 1 did — then this gives 
him a batting average, so to speak, of just over 6 years, 
which isn't bad compared to my pathetic 4 Of course, in 
the unlikely event of a woodcutter with one acre of land 
being able to afford an attorney, he could conceivably have 
been married 16 times in as many years This means he 
could have been pining or laughing for the past 84 years 
depending on his attitude towards women I should have 
thought It a fairly slaphappy one myself But why do the 
deed so many times? It was reported that he never wore 
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glasses so it's possible that he never saw them coming 
Perhaps he regarded them as mere chattels, 16 consecutive 
housemaids in fact, and I believe a team of journalists from 
the Guardian are flying out to Florida to investigate such a 
possibility 

The other thing is why did thei/ marry Aim 7 (I know why 
they married me and that was because they thought I was 
someone who never actually existed ) Now you wouldn't, 
under normal circumstances, be exactly enraptured or 
captivated if, on looking up from your embroidery or latest 
Cartiand novel, you saw that you were being approached by 
a 19- or 90-year-old, black, non-spectacle-wearing 
woodcutter bearing a diamond engagement ring in the 
calloused palm of an extended hand No You'd probably 
say to yourself. Who dis crazy man 7' before throwing the 
remains of your water melon at him 

The fact remains that 16 succumbed to a line of chat that 
has sadly gone unrecorded for posterity and me this 
evening D you think that, in the afternoon of his life, he 
ever reflected on them7 Mustn't he have got confused, 
especially if he was having affairs on the side7 Tm exactly 
0 years younger than him and already I've forgotten 
w ether it was Jacki or Jill who caused the scar on my left 
nee cap But that's beside the point and an aside from a 
rnere meddler in a marriage Incidentally, Mr Ward was 
a ways m perfect health and he died just one day after he 
entered a nursing home for the first time in his life It 
oesn t say a lot for the American medical profession, does 


4 - what could that line of chat of his have been7 Could 

It have been a simple 'Hallo, honey chile' accompanied by a 
smile so sweet and sincere that they swooned at his 
saw ust-covered boots, or did he simply soft-talk them 
into It with the latest news such as the result of the Jack 

gunfight at the OK 
ra ve a hunch that he was one of those boring men 
Who make a pass at every single female they meet Or 
perhaps he had odd talents like being able to do card 
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tricks, make a good mint julep, balance six wine glasses on 
his head or hop a hundred yards on one leg in 30 seconds (I 
myself, at the age of 14, quite hypnotized our charwoman 
with my ability to roll cigarettes at great speed ) 

But they say it's pure chemistry, don't they? He may 
have exuded a strange body odour such as musk, orange 
blossom, or Southern Comfort Perhaps when you held his 
hand, looked deep into his eyes and listened to him 
humming 'Old Man River' you just knew he was Mister Ike 
Right Anyway, a little late in the day I know, 1 shall drink 
to his health Sixteen times 
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MR TROY S REFUSAL to have a pukey in the house had 
caused enormous trouble in the family 'Pukeys are nasty^ 
degenerate things/ he said ^they make filthy messes all 
over the floor, they corrupt the young, they interrupt 
omework and sap the nation, and we have nowhere to put 
one His wife would answer 'Well, well, we are getting 
istmguished, aren't we? It seems we're the Duke of 
Devonshire Let me tell you that Blanche and Mabel both 
ave pukeys in their drawing-rooms, and far from being 
corrupted, they are happier 'Young Miss Troy appealed to 
nertathers sense of status, saying 'Everywhere I go, 
a er, it s always What did your pukey do last night?" I 
have to admit we haven't got one ' 'Oh, all right,' said Mr 
1 roy, after a couple of years, 'I'll let the pukey-man come 
and give a demonstration ' 


A few days later, the man arrived with the pukey and put 

rto opposite the fireplace When Mrs 

Troy asked Won t it catch the draught there?' the pukey- 

man only laughed and said 'The point about a pukey. 
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madam, is that it s bred to be insensible ' 'But it is alive, isn't 
It?' asked Mrs Troy quickly, 'because we'd never pay for 
something dead And if it's alive, won't the dog resent it?' 
'Both dog and budgie will be unconscious of it, madam,' said 
the pukey-man, 'a pukey speaks only to a human brain ' 
'Well, cut the brainy cackle and open the box,' said Mr Troy 
roughly 

Let us admit at once that the first impression the pukey 
made on Mr Troy was a good one Even lying stupefied on 
the carpet, its eyes had a wondering gaze that fell hardly 
short of sweetness 'It's not just going to flop down like 
that ail the time, is it?' asked Mr Troy, to hide the fact that 
he liked it so far 'Give it a minute, my dear sir'' begged the 
pukey-man, 'it's hardly got its bearings ' 'Pay him no 
attention'' exclaimed Mrs Troy, 'he's been picking on 
pukeys for years ' 'Oh, what shall we call it?' cried Miss 
Troy 

She had hardly spoken when the pukey shuddered from 
snout to stern and let its muzzle fall right open, showing 
Six rows of vivid pink gums and bubbles of sparkling saliva 
'No teeth, that's curious'' muttered Mr Troy Then, with 
no warning, it vomited all over the carpet — a perfectly- 
filthy, greenish-yellow mess — causing Mrs Troy to cry 
spontaneously 'Oh, the filthy little beast'' and Miss Troy 
to say 'Oh, Mum, don'tfi(ss''and Mr Troy tosay 'I told you 
It would foul everything up Take the little brute away'"An 
ounce of patience, if you please,' asked the pukey-man, 'or 
how can it grow on you?"rm sure that's true — and I don't 
mean 1 don't like it,' said Mrs Troy, rallying 'Isn't it actually 
good for the carpet?' Miss Troy asked the pukey-man, 'I 
know the Vicar said, reasonably used, it was ' 'That is 
perfectly correct. Miss Troy,' said the pukey-man, 'it's not 
the vomit but the abuse of it ' 'Now, there's a remark I 
always like to hear,' said Mr Troy 


At that moment the pukey, which had been staring at its 
own emission in a rather vague, contented wav, changed its 
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itsXL'LTrh^^ of pathetic anguish came over 
Troy m a pleadrno- f ^ ^ ^^out sideways and looked at Miss 
ht's trying To ^ ^ "ned Mrs Troy, 

wrenched by the pukev's fa ^ 

slobbered and srnvpu/rl expression, and when it 

the corners o/.tr± Mr. 

"Damned sentimpnf^i u Troy could have hugged it 

Shll reserve my7uTeiL7°Buth Troy/I 

his seat when thp miU j ^o jump in 

carpet a clot of erittv mT ^ throwing-up on to the 

of shrieks and groans EvT^' ollowed this up with a string 
Troy, who sensed at onceThaTfT^^ deafened except Miss 
the dilemma of girls of hpr m Pokey was illustrating 

TVhy, bless my soup' said of happiness 

have sfjT, that's what It is'— ! 

now twisting its binri i. ^ ®ore enough, the pukey was 
rubb,ng .tTffanL on1;r''' ■"decent way! and 

house,' said Mrs Trov n have that in my 

and showing-off ' "My TtTr^miT^ 

there,' said the pukev mar. never actually ^efs 

"Oh, Mother you anT r ever really happens/ 

^^^cencVsardhZrZ^Zf'^r everything seem 

suggests' but can't ""^ell, as long as it only 

Troy, watching the pukm ^ ^ ^on't mind,' said Mrs 

ahll for a momenT’Then^ !udd^* !''“f *6 pukey lay 

Troy, It gave her such Z] ®^"^^enly fixing its eye on Mrs 
she reached for herhusbaliT^ horrible malignancy that 
a dreadful spectacle thm ^ nnnute, there was 

the pukey began ?ea„nran?g f ^ of rage, 

thing bent on suicide 'Ston body, like a 

screamed Mrs Trov 'u'l ^ ? °P “ '’“t the lid on'' 

Frankly, you'll have to ad, u7t“to' drawing blooJ' 

Pukey-man, -because It fi/hfc madam,' said the 

then, that's decisive for!4^'L d C anything else "Oh 

see a good scrap "It ,s the "m ' Troy, 'because I love to 

the men who like that best,' agreed 
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the pukey-man, as the pukey went through the motions of 
winding its entrails round the throat of an enemy and 
jumping on his face i don't mmd its fighting/ Mrs Troy said 
grudgingly, 'but I'll put its lid on if it overdoes it I like 
beautiful things best ' The words, alas, were hardly out of 
her mouth when the pukey, sighting backwards over its 
spine like a mounted cowboy firing at his pursuers, shot 
her full m the face with an outrageous report 'Now, no 
grumbling Mother'' screamed poor Miss Troy, knowing 
her mother's readiness to take affront 'But it's not nice'' 
protested Mrs Troy, fanning herself with an evening 
paper 'Oh, Mother, can't you see it means nothing?' cried 
Miss Troy, 'it's not like us, with our standards "Standards 
or no,' said Mrs Troy, 'I never saw Mabel's pukey do that to 
her ' 'Ah, but this is an improved model, madam,' said the 
pukey man 


'Am I correct in supposing,' asked Mr Troy, 'that nothing 
substantial ever comes out of its rear end anyway?"That is 
correct, sir,' answered the pukey-man, 'all secretion and 
excretion are purely visual and oral The vent is hot air at 
most hence, no sand-box "Yet it has a belly on it,' said Mr 
Troy, 'I know because I can see one ' 'You can see a belly, 
sir,' answered the pukey-man, 'but you can't see any guts, 
can you?' They all laughed at this, because it was so true 
After throwing-up another couple of times ('Mercy, 
what a messy little perisher it is'' said kind Mrs Troy), the 
pukey became inordinately grave and a whole rash of 
wettish pimples spread over its face 'Well, you are in luck'' 
said the pukey-man, jumping up as if genuinely interested, 
'it never does this more than once a week at most Can you 
guess what it is?' They all racked their brains, guessing 
everything from sewage farming to guitar-pIaying, and 
still couldn't imagine, until Miss Troy, who was the 
quickest of the family, screamed 'I know' It's t/niitin^' 'Mes 
compliments, young lady/ said the pukey-man, bowing 
They all watched the pukey thinking because it was so 
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unexpected, but none of them really liked it 'When it 
vomits, it only makes me laugh,' said Mr Troy, 'but when it 
thinks, I feel like vomiting ' 'I just feel nervous and 
embarrassed, like it was something you'd seen and 
shouldn t, said Mrs Troy, and even Miss Troy for once 
agreed with her mother, saying, 'You feel it's only doing it 
as a change from being sick, but it's the same really "Don't 
judge it too hardly,' said the pukey-man, 'surely the 
wonder is that with no brains it can think at all "Has it really 
no brains? asked Mr Troy, curious 'No, sir,' said the 
pukey-man that's why its thinking makes you sick "Funny 
sort of animal, I must say,' said Mr Troy, 'thinks without 
brains, bites without teeth, throws up with no guts, and 
screws without sex ' 'Oh, please stop it thinking*' begged 
Mrs Troy 'I had an experience once that smelt like that 'At 
which words, the pukey's pimples disappeared completely 
and, lying prone with its paws out, it gave Mrs Troy a 
smug, complacent look, showing all its gums in a pleading 
w impermg Oh, the little angel* It wants to be 
congratulated for having thought*' cried Mrs Troy 'then 
we wt yes* we will, you smelly little darling — you little, 
^ thing*' 'I find that touching, too,' 

c ^ there's so much nicker in pukeys ' 

ove and culture, too. Dad,' Miss Troy reminded 
an you. Miss Troy,' said the pukey-man, 'we breeders 
tell ourselves that too ' 


During the next hour the pukey did all manner ot 
tmngs-such as marching like the Coldstream Guards, 
arm X alancmg on one paw like Pavlova, folding its 

^ f Member of Parliament, singing the national 
l.vl m ^ plucking away at its parts mysteriously, fighting 
endc making such vulgar explosive noises at both 

Wh!i u '^ere all left speechless with wonder 

iKo thern as much as anything was feeling that 

e pukey made no distinction about what it did whether it 
nas fawning or screeching, or thinking or puking, it made 
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it all like the same, because it loved each thing equally and 
looked at you always so proudly for it 'I can only say you 
breeders must be jolly highly-skilled,' summed-up Mr 
Troy, 'to root out all the natural organs and still poison the 
air "It's more a sixth sense than a skill,' said thepukey-man 
modestly, 'and one which your wife, I may say, seems to 
have instinctively ' This was the first compliment Mrs 
Troy had had since she gave birth to Miss Troy, and to 
cover her natural embarrassment she said sharply, 'Well, 
put its lid on again now and take it away We'll come and 
fill out the Never-never forms tomorrow ' 

With the pukey gone, it wasn't like the same home The 
walls seemed to have been sprayed with a dribble the 
colour of maple-syrup and dead flies kept dropping from 
the ceiling The state of the carpet was beyond description, 
although the last thing the pukey had done before the lid 
closed was puff a sort of scented detergent powder over the 
stinking mess it had made But the Troys were much too 
impressed to worry about the room they could only thinkof 
buying the pukey and doing this every night 'It baffles 
me,' said Mr Troy, as they went to bed 'it's not human, it's 
not mechanical, it's not like any animal I've ever known ' 
'What it leaves on the carpet is human through-and- 
through,' said Mrs Troy, and they all laughed at this 
because it was so true 
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MADAME ISABELLE WAS not only the Most Picturesque 
Tattooed Lady in the World she was also the largest 
Twenty-three lovable stones of her, there were, as 
Woman in Cadwallader's International Circus before 
Morry Lishman, Camberwell's Tattoo Artist to Crowne 
Heads, married her for her canvas ' 

'When I first set eyes on her lovely pink acres. Gutty, e 
told me on his deathbed,'"MyGawd’'T said to myself, here s 

my chance to move into CinemaScope Now 1 can get tree 
from the frustration of niminy-piminy dragons and pierce 
hearts and I Love Mum At last I got elbow-room for t e 
epics , 
He was a pre-Raphaelite genius of the needle ana 
converted his wife into one Stupendous Epidermal Epic 
From whichever quarter you came upon Madame Isabelle, 
melodrama met your eye Only above the neckline was her 
frame untouched by pigment The Valley of Death lay 
between her shoulder-blades, and the Light Brigade 
galloped into the jaws of hell, bug-eyed through shot and 
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shell from the Russian artillery ranged about her left 
armpit The Battle of Hastings bayeuxed across the small 
of her back, on one mighty thigh Charles I lost his head to 
the chopper, while over on the other Mane Antoinette 
gave up hers to the guillotine Cowboys and Indians raced 
’up her left arm, Turks massacred Armenians down the 
right Lincoln met his death on her diaphragm and, above 
the decorous hammock of her sequined brassiere — Cad- 
wallader's was strictly a family show for readers of a family 
magazine — lay Morry's masterpiece the Battle of 
Trafalgar 

Across the vasty deeps of her upper chest, on a rippling 
blue sea, against a crimson sunset, the British Fleet drove 
under full sail headlong into the guns of the French and 
Spanish ships ranked on the sinister side From the prow 
of Vtdory, Nelson waved one-armed defiance at Villeneuve, 
prancing bearded on Buccnlatire Guns smoking, flags 
flying, decks awash with blood and heroes, the wooden 
walls surged into battle and gave Isabella star-quality down 
among us freaks 

It was one and six to see her motionless, but, for an extra 
bob and after the ladies had left the tent, Morry would put 
on the record of '1812' and Bella would do her 'Storm at 
Sea' Genteelly, and eschewingallhulaabandon, she would 
jog up and down like a horseman in a Noh play, and the 
contending fleets would pitch and toss in the quivering 
waves, now swinging together so that the opposing 
admirals could each have spat the other m the eye, then 
swaying apart again as her muscle-control tempest cleft 
the blue waters It was a most artistic performance, and 
when Bella was really m the joggling groove, she could 
send petty-officers sea-sick 

If Morry's boundless cupidity had not driven him to take 
folding money from an Empire Loyalist for needling the 
Union Jack on his prize bull, Bella would likely have passed 
the rest of her days happy enough under his decorative 
thumb 

'Keep an eye on her for me. Gutty,' he said, a couple of days 
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before we laid hiili away with the hoof-marks immemorial 
in his buttocks 'She^s right moony and butterscotch 
romantic under all that adipose A proper mark for some 
soft-talking Lothario if she's left to think for herself ' 
Though my own secret passion for Bella bade me reject 
such critical opinion, she soon confirmed from her own lips 
that there wasn't just a thin woman inside her struggling to 
get out, but a fifty-three-year-old Madame Bovary 
thirsting for True Romance and the opportunity to fill her 
Amorous Vacuum 

Tve never been one to speak ill of the departed. Gutty, 
she said, 'but little Morry, rest his soul, was never really Mr 
Right for me ' 

'He loved you, Bella ' 

'He loved me the way Mr Gobelin loved his tapestry 
'He looked after you all right He always saw you got 
your grub ' 

'Only to keep his needlework inflated He knew if I lost 
weight what would happen to this lot ' She tapped the 
Battle of Trafalgar 'All them sailors shrunk down to 
matchsticks and the warships wrinkled up like rubber 
dinghys ' 

Biggest naval disaster in the history of tattooing ' 

For him it would have been In looking after me, Morry 
was just protecting his professional reputation But now 
he s gone, poor dear. I've got a feeling Mr Right'll be 
coming along any day ' 

, Maybe he's come along alreadyr Bella Maybe he's been 
around here all the time ' 

'Who has?' 

I have I ve been in love with you ever since you first 
came to Cadwallader's as a mere girl of eighteen-stones- 
four ' 

You, Gutty? All these years?' 

Yes, Bella But propriety forbade me to speak out to a 
married woman I love you for your nature, not just 
because you're fat May I, Bella, be your Mr Right?' 

1 m very sorry, old love, but I'm afraid you can't No 
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offence meant, of course, but you can't really expect a 
sensitive woman like me to go a bundle on an India-Rubber 
Man, can you now?' 

And, sadly, a middle-aged India-Rubber Man at that 
What had I, Gutta-Percha Godfrey, to offer any woman but 
a two-way stretch skin, extensibleear-lobes,and the facility 
to rub out lead-pencil with my nose? 

Despite Bella's premonitions of romance, she didn't 
strike much luck during the next season The only likely 
beau who came back-stage bearing flowers and ostensibly 
bent on her autograph, was a man in Pontefract, who 
finished up sticking a pin in her bow-front to settle a bet as 
to whether she was all McCoy or just inflated 1 was 
cultivating high hopes that as time went round she would 
fall my way, when, on the last day at Llandudno, fate put 
the bellows to her flickering flame of Bovary A 
handsome little gent, a keen-eyed Mr Magoo sporting a 
Cuttle-beard and a monocle, bounced into the tent after 
close-down 

'Madame Isabella,' he bowed 'Otto Sodermann, your 
devout admirer and humblest servant ' 

He presented a bunch of roses that looked big even on 
Bella 

'I've seen you,' she said, blushing, 'down there every 
night this week looking at me through horse-racing 
binoculars ' 

'A feast of beauty for my eyes, dear madame Such form, 
such fleshly profusion'' He kissed ecstatic fingertips 'If 
only Rubens could have lived to paint you'' 

'How come, Mr Sodermann,' I asked suspiciously, 'you 
like the ladies so fat^' 

'I have Egyptian blood in my veins In the Land of the 
Pharaohs they like a lot of woman at a time Renoir, 
Madame Isabella, would have wept at the splendour of 
your shoulders ' 

'Really, Mr Sodermann,' she simpered 'You never ought 
to say such things ' 

He knelt suddenly in her vast shadow and kissed her 
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hand just where the tail-end cowboy took off from the 
wristbone 

'Call me Otto and make me eternally happy Add the gift 
of friendship to your extravagance of priceless beauty 
'Well, honestly, you do go on, don't you Otto ' 
'Hold on a bit — about all this priceless beauty,' I cut in 
'What about all those tattoos?' 

'Insensitive Philistine*' he cried 'You india-rubber 
infidel* Have you no soul? Does the inner beauty shining 
from that peerless face not blind your plebeian eyes to all 
else? I see no tattoos in the light that shines from that 
lovely smile ' 

'You rotten ox. Gutty,' said Bella 'Drawing attention at a 
time like this ' 

Otto followed the show around for a month, prancing 
about Bella like Beau Nash on a hot tin roof, dazzling her 
with courtly compliments, extolling bulk as the ultimate 
criterion of pulchritude, and generally giving her the full/ 
gilt-edged old madam I did my best to compete with his 
blandishments, but a gutta-percha Romeo wdiose social 
forte lies m using his lower lip as a catapult just can t 
compete with a sawn-off, silver-tongued Casanova 

I could understand Bella going down like two tons of coal 
before his campaign but I couldn't for the life of me see 
what Otto, at fifteen years her senior and outweighed by a 
clear sixteen stones, could possibly be after m chasing her 
When he finally popped the question in Barnstaple and was 
rapidly accepted, I wondered if we hadn't got a well-heeled, 
sixty-eight-year-old lunatic on our trail 

'I told you. Gutty,' said Bella, almost airborne with 
rapture like a betrothed dirigible, 'that Mr Right would 
come along m the end And, in spite of all the rotten things 
you keep saying about Otto, I'm inviting you to the 
wedding Saturday week just for old time's sake ' 

Faced with the prospect of spending the autumn of my 
days in a state of unrequited love I decided to do a depth- 
probe on Mr Sodermann Wriggling over transoms and 
squirming through fan-hghts comes dead easy to an india- 
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bride ' 

'But he never notices mv tattoos He told vou so ' 
Normallv, Bella, everyday, maybe be doesn't But e a 
bridal night an everyday occasion? 

She looked down across the cascade of her chins and her 
happv eyes clouded ov'cr 

'I never really thought about it that way, she said 
doubtfully 'And 1 have bought a real negligent nightdress 
But I can't do nothing about it now You c.an't get Trafalgar 
off me overnight ' 

'Maybe not,' I said, producing my bottles, 'but they do 
camouflage battle-ships 

Bella made a handsome couple of brides next day' in her 
brand-new wedding suit as Rudolph, our eight-foot giant, 
took her down the aisle to give her away Otto was dapper 
as Ascot and hopping anxious for the off 1 sat myself 
anonymously down among the giraffe-necked ladies and 
the knee-high dwarfs I waited till the parson got to the 
piece about 'if any man can show just cause ' 

'I've got just cause/ I cried He's not wedding that 
woman for love He s just after the pictures on her chest ' 
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The pictures on her chest?' said the parson 
'You've got it/ I said, running up the aisle to show Bella 
her bridegroom's photograph in the Tattoo Collectors 
Quarterly Gazette 'There he is, in black and white Otto 
Sodermann, Europe's No 1 Collector of Decorated Skins, 
standing beside a selection from his gallery of over two 
hundred mounted Tattoos of All Nations ^ 

'The man's a latex lunatic,' said Otto 'Please proceed 
with the ceremony ' 

'You won't want to,' I said, 'without Morry Lishman s 
latest masterpiece Allow me, my dear ' 

I unbuttoned my dumbstruck Bella's jacket to reveal the 
scoop-necked chiffon blouse beneath 
'The Battle of Trafalgar^' shouted Otto. 'It's gone*' 
Nelson was no more, Villeneuve had disappeared, and not a 
single ship sailed the ocean of Bella's chest Never a spot of 
colour flecked her skin and a shining baby-pink desert 
stretched from shoulder to shoulder 
'Bleached out, Mr Sodermann,'! said, 'by a new system of 
Japanese Instant Electrolysis Do you want our Bella now 
without her Battle of Trafalgar?' 

Sacred blue*' he snarled ^Name of a name of a dirty pig 
He picked up his coat-tails and ran out of the church, 
hotly pursued by dwarfs and giraffe-necked women Bella 
collapsed in my arms and Rudolph, backed by Waldo the 
Strong Man, held me up 

It s all over now, my love,^ I comforted her 'He only 
wanted your Trafalgar for his collection A deceased wife's 
pelt IS her husband's legal property and he calculated that, 
with all the weight you carry, it wouldn't be long before he 
got legitimate chance to frame it among his souvenirs ' 
'Oh, Gutty/ she wept, 'what a fool I've been ' 

Never mind, Bella, I said. 'I'll just ask the vicar if I can 
take over where Otto left off and we'll all live happily ever 
after We'll soon get that nailpolish off your thorax. And 
even if it brings the tattoo off with it, we can always ge 
on my elasticity ' 

And the parson, after some ec''” 1 demur ^ 
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'Rapists are being cured of their criminal ujrges,' I read aloud, 'by 
being taught the art of seduction ' 

'Not so much with the mouth, mush,' the lady 
newsagent snapped for the venerables who had been 
casting nostalgic, amorous glances at the girlie mags had 
turned all ears Unable to resist an audience I nevertheless 
continued the public reading 
'The amazing lessons in love are given at a New York clinic in a test 
scheme paid for by the American Government ' 

A few of the old fellows interrupted me there and started 
complaining about how they failed to emigrate to the 
States back in '28 when they had the chance to get in on the 
ground floor of civil aviation or talking pictures, America, 
they said, was truly the land of opportunity whereas here 
they had to queue for a simple hernia operation 

Treatment/ I went on, 'is based on the theory that rapists have 
never understood how to seduce women and therefore become frustrated 
and angry So volunteers are shown how to chat up girls, and woo them ' 
The old boys grumbled about having been born too soon, 
tossed aside the girlie mags, purchased Fishing Times, Todays 
Angler, Field and Stream and other such outdoors mags, and 
shuffled out and round the corner to the tea-shop which 
passes for European sidewalk cafe life in the grey, pebble- 
dashed Liverpool suburbs we live in 1 picked up Household 
Beautiful and headed home, and the reader has perhaps 
already grasped that I am the domestic sort, I suppose I am 
what you could call a grass widower, an unmarried father, 
the head of a one-parent family, and no longer a lady's man 
Leading a quiet sort of life and not getting out much any 
more, 1 had thought that rape m this permissive age was a 
thing of the past But just after reading that item in the 
Mirror about the seduction school in New York I was taking 
a taxi into the heart of downtown Liverpool to see yet 
another wholesome, Easter Holiday family type picture 
when I noticed a large sign painted on the side of a wall 
'Women,' it said, 'Reclaim the Night' Puzzled, I asked the 
cab driver what this meant 

'The ladies,' he said, 'don't like gettin' raped when they 
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are staggenn home after not bein' able to pick up a gu> in 
one of dednnkin'dubs dal areall around here 'Thisarca we 
were passing through was the twilight area 

ince then I have been puzzling over the whole business 
Of rape, wooing seduction and sex education In the old 
ooyhood in America, my sex education, like all 
Sex education, was conducted on street 
j r afternoon seminars were held outside the 
g an ruit and Soda Fountain at the corner of 
Hampden and Nonotuck Streets in Holyoke, Mass , and I 

ri course on the street corner 

1 e e Way land Drug Store at the corner of Wayland 
Weybossett Street m Providence, Rhode 
wpro were given by older boys, some of whom 

1- J ^ature and worldly wise they were forced to shave 

wice and sometimes even three times a week 

bo essence the whole of these tutorials could be 

thlvlf " M - “"u "‘T ® thumb which was 'When 

they say. No what they really mean is "Yes".' Later, of 

mrirwhn'h T'* "’°re sophisticated 

feduc^r wouM hav^' to whlper' tou hT// “T 

saw a show ' wnisper, you had a hamburger, you 

law' anH®*' than a sock on the 

jaw, and as my own sex life as a sex life is practirallv null 

and void, I thought perhaps J should try the gift of golden 

speech on some young lady rather than sinfply drL her 

r r STwiif r:i:rrr ?F r 

S''.fchT.S’,ir£ ” 

Japanese Scotch Whisky Wpe drinking flutXntoTe'b"; 
a seafaring man who obviously tomeoy 

grudge against me, I telephoned the bimbo, whoSlL'd me^ 
casually a couple of times 

Putting on my best Charles Boyer voice I coo-ed, 'Why 
hello, there, Brenda, you remember me, Ambrose's dad? 
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Yeah, that's nghV, the one with the cold sore and the little 
crinkly eyes with the red nms Well, the strangest thing 
has been happening — m all my dreams I search for you, but 
I do not find even the echo of your footsteps, my darling ' 
'You bin smokin' them funny cigarettes^' she said 'And 
since when afe you French^' 

'I got a frog in my throat,' I explained 'But forget thelittle 
details They are as nothing to what has been going on inside 
me Where have you been hiding, thief of my hearth' 

'I bin to Manchester last week,' she said, 'to see Iggy Pop, 
but I haven't been going out too much recently me self ' 
'Well,' I said, 'there is no rest for me, sleep has left my 
bed 1 blink into the darkness wondering how I can steal the 
beauty from your face ' 

As ill fate would have it this Brenda agreed to meet me at 
a bistro m town — 'Me Mam,' she explained, 'might not 
understand me goin' out with a fella old enough to be me 
Dad, if we had one, a Dad, 1 mean ' Luckily the bistro was 
badly lighted and the girl, who was 26 and had been playing 
the older woman with my eighteen-year-old, sort of 
screwed up her eyes and paid me the compliment of saying 
1 didn't look quite as old as I obviously was and that I did, 
indeed, look something like mv eldest son in the dusk with 
the light behind me, only I was more sort of fallen apart at 
the seams 

Over a few demi-jugs of what such young gents as my 
eldest boy call 'leg openers', I attempted to ply her with 
honeyed words while the tape recorder m the bistro blared 
out a song the entire lyric of which seemed to be six nasal 
adolescents screaming, 'We don't want no aggrovation' I 
did not allow this to hinder my research 

'O my sinner, I whispered, 'let us spend this night 
together 

'Ya what?' she asked 

I filled her glass and went on, 'My mind whispers, 
"Come, let us run away," but I am afraid, my Brenda, of 
that long journey ' 
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Veah, she said, I went to Newcastle to sec the Ded 

Cyrds play last month and the car broke down on the M62 
bhockin It was ' 

I look at you, Bicnda, and long to live with you forever ^ 
IS point the punk rockers on the tape stopped 
singing and that last line of mine was bellowed to a silent 
room The waitress sniggered Brenda kept beating time to 
own which, evidently, was still playing inside her 


b^^^tiful sinner,^ J said, hve will spend 
cg^lf ogether Stay a night until our enemy the cock 

dehlroT.u . 1 immodest but when I 

Chsirlo n I had to hand it to myself 'Roll over 

Charles Boyer I said, 'and tell Errol Flynn the news ^ 

coming to life, 'I don't like thatsortof 
talk I can t stand no smut of any kind ' 

th^v w/r whipped through a bit of the red ink 

driinkpn ^ place, and wishing to avoid a 

the I hastily explained 

said the farmyard reference 'Aw»' she 

TV rprpnf do there and the 

eves somethin' shockin' ' But then her 

Xer ®he said, 'the way you talk, ,t's kind of 

;i got thr^e so*' ' '* “■"'* S°‘ = ' 

Yeah'' she said scornfully, 'I always heard they were the 

Txc^t you ta^llnny ind Th"e^ ZMreal 

good friends with a woman ' ^ 

Seeing how the evening had progressed and seeine how I 
was down to my last quid and a handful of small chan^^ I 
said. Speaking as strictly as a pal, Mizz Rrpnrlf 
you m.ght cough up for the round?' ' 

'Say,' she sa.d, 'what kmd of a fag .s a fag hke-you 
anyway, comm out practising all that dirty queer tllkTn ^ 
girl and then trym' to borrow money from her A red man 
never wou d borrow money from a girl but then we soSof 
know what kind of a man a man like you is ' 
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There were a few more minutes of a fairly hairy time 
between Mizz Brenda and my goodself and in the end I lent 
her my last quid for a taxi home I had just enough for a half 
pint at the pub next door with a long walk home to the 
suburbs the only thing standing between a sadder and wiser 
man's good night's sleep Inside the pub there were a couple 
of leering oafs discussing their success with women They 
looked like the types who would have to pull a sawn-off 
shotgun on a girl to get so much as a goodnight kiss, but 
from what they were saying they had mastered the new art 
of seduction which they are teaching nowadays in New 
York 

One thug, who looked incapable of human speech, 
pointed a dirty thumb at what looked like a respectable 
enough young lady sitting in a corner He had picked her up 
the night before, he told his mate 
How's it go?' the lout with him asked 
'Do I ever miss?' the punk asked, leering 'I just walked up 
to her, right m here it was, and I says, "Hey, babe, you 
go?" ' 

An’ what did she say? the other asked 
She said, "I do now, you smooth talkin sonofagun 
Walking home through Liverpool’s twilight zone I was 
feeling a bit nervous, wishing they'd hurry up and reclaim 
the night for both men and women alike, but then my 
friend the taxi driver pulled up and offered me a free ride 
home 'What's money?' he asked philosophically 'Can 
money buy you happiness? Can money buy you the love of 
3 good woman?' 

'Yes '1 said 

Yeah,' he said, 'I always thought so too 
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'^HE LOOKS VERY much older' said Margaret 'It's aged him 
dreadfully and made him servile ' 

'I should imagine that prison does tend to kill one's 
independence' said her husband drily 

'Qh yes that's all very well, Malcolm, you can afford to be 
rational, to explain away, to account for But he's my 
brother and no amount of reasons can make it any better to 
have him sitting there fingering his tie when he talks, 
loosening his collar with his fingers, deferring every 
opinion to you, calling old Colonel Gordon sir, jumping up 
with every move I make It's like a rather pathetic minor 
public schoolboy of nineteen applying for a job, and he's 
sixty, Malcolm, remember that — sixty ' 

'I think you know' said Malcolm Tarrant, as he replaced 
his glass of port on the little table by his side 'that public 
school has always meant a lot more to Arthur than we can 
quite understand The only time that I visited him in 
Tamcaster I was struck by the importance that they all 
attached to it As a bank manager there and a worthy 
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Citizen of the town it was m some kind of way a passport to 
power, not ]ust the place you'd been at school at And now, 

I imagine, it's assumed an importance out of all perspective, 
a kind of lifebuoy to a drowning sailor We're inclined to 
imagine prison as peopled with public schoolboys, each 
With a toothbrush moustache and an assumed military 
rank, "ex-public schoolboy gaoled," but they only make so 
much of ilvbecause it's so unusual God knows what sort of 
awful snobbery the presence of a"pubhc schoolman"arouses 
among the old lags, or the warders too for that 
matter — people speak so often of the horrors of War but 
they never mention the most awful of them — the mind of 
the non-commissioned officer Depend upon it, whatever 
snobbery there was, Arthur got full benefit from it ' 
Margaret's deep, black eyes showed no sign of her 
distress, only her long upper lip stiffened and the tapir's 
nose that would have done credit to an Edward Lear 
drawing showed more white The firelight shone upon her 
rich silver brocade evening dress as she rustled and 
shimmered across the room to place a log on the great open 
fire She put the tiny liqueur glass of light emerald — how 
Malcolm always laughed at her feminine taste for creme de 
menthe' — upon the mantelpiece between the Chelsea 
group of Silenus and a country girl and the plain grey bowl 
filled with coppery and red-gold chrysanthemums 
'If you mean that Arthur is vulgar' she cried 'always has 
been, yes, yes At least, not always' and her thin lips,so 
faintly rouged, relaxed into tenderness 'not when we were 
children But increasingly so My dear, how could I think 
otherwise, married to that terrible little woman — "How do 
you keep the servants from thieving, Margaret?" — "Give 
that class an inch and they'll take an ell" — dreadful, vulgar 
little Fascist-minded creature ' 

'Dear Margaret' said Malcolm, and he smiled the special 
smile of admiring condescension that he kept for his wife's 
political opinions 'Remember that in Myra's eyes you were 
a terrible Red ' 

'It isn t a question of politics, Malcolm said his wife and 
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^ ^ her husband she was once again the 

serious-minded, simple student he had found so irresistible 
<■ ^*\i nearly forty years ago 'It's a question of 

^ terrible marriage and a terrible life It 
I Tc ^ ““’h make for him at the time To 

many years against such a background 

^tll crime, yes, even that one I felt 

the trial as I sat and watched Myra being the 
,'vife, with that ghastly family round her ' 

liic: A ^ said Malcolm and for a moment 

qlinwiN face with its Roman nose 

his arfir.^ Covenanting ancestry 'I could never excuse 
to spp h ^ myself of prejudice against them, 

^ sick man rather than as a cnminah it was not 

npatl-v ^ progressive weeklies were so 

nsvrN r ^ '^hen he refused 

Mara ^^^4- whole thing became impossible ' 

sn^rpf' maternally as she . 

httlt tf ^^ystalli2ed orange from its wooden box with the 

evervtr° wonderful to have 

DeoX^n f darling' she said 'only 

of reasonXrfN^^ ° Pigeon holes according to the demands 
old eooc^p ^ never go to a psychoanalyst, you 

andXen A ^ thinks it isn't respectable, 

^t, he wouldThinn'ls wUcLrafr"’'^ 

the Middy^Avps'ti^ eight No doubt Arthur does still live in 
long grev ash^feh '}*= cigar dexterously so that the 

he"L®r'r7w:S ‘^T 

inexcusable ' actions disgusting, 

the'phras'e in^invert ^ ‘*‘^''en' said Margaret and she spoke 

ther^e.sro 3 maTl“?S:od'^^^ 

she reads that in the newsnaner Riif ^ not get heated when 

so different when I sar.fat A® i 

shrunken and qmall Arthur seemed so 

shrunken and srnall so curiously remote for the prmcmal 

actor, as though he d done it all inadvertently He probably 
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had, too,' she added fiercely, striking the arm of her chair 
With her hand 'in order to forget that dreadful, bright 
woman — that awful, chromium-plated, cocktail-cabinet, 
old-oak-lounge home And then those ghastly people — the 
parents — there are some kinds of working class people I 
just cannot take — servile and defiant, obstinate and shifty 
I believe every word Arthur said when he told of their 
menaces, their sudden visits, their demands for money 
Oh' they'd had their pound of flesh all right' she said 
bitterly 'm unhappiness and fear Even the children, 
Malcolm, it sounds so moving in the abstract, poor little 
creatures not comprehending, their whole lives distorted 
by a single incident When Rupert and Jane were little, I 
used to think that if anyone harmed them I would put his 
eyes out with hot irons But these children weren't like 
that — that cretinous boy with the sudden look of cunning 
m his eyes and that awful, painted, oversexed girl ' 

'It's a pity you ever went to the trial' said Malcolm, but 
Margaret could not agree 'I had to suffer it all' she cried 'it 
was the only way But that Dostoyevskeyan mood is over I 
don't want any more of it, I want it to be finished ' She 
fitted a cigarette into one of the little cardboard holders 
that stood in a glass jar on her work-table, then suddenly 
she turned on her husband fiercely 'Why has he come here? 
Why? Why?' she cried 
'I imagine because he's lonely' said Malcolm 
'Of course he is What can be expected? But he'll be just 
as lonely here We aren't his sort of people, Malcolm Oh' 
Not just because of what's happened, we never have been 
This isn't his kind of house ' She thought with pleasure of 
all they had built up there — the taste, the tolerance, the 
ease of living, the lack of dogmatism Her eyes lighted on 
the Chelsea and the Meissen figures, the John drawings, 
the Spanish metal-work, the little pale yellow spinet—^ 
eclectic but good Her ears heard once more Ralph Tarrant 
telling them of his ideas for Hamlet, Mrs Doyle speaking of 
her life with the great man. Professor Crewe describing his 
theory of obsolete ideas. Dr Modjka his terrible meeting 



404 


ANGUS WILSON 


with Hitler Arthur had no place there 

'You want me to ask him to go' said Malcolm slowly 
argaie bent over the fire, crouching on a stool in the 
nearth, holding out her hands to the warmth 'Yes' she said 
in a ow voice I do 'Before he's found his feet?' Malcolm 
was puzzled 'He knows I think that he must move 
eventually, but for the moment ' 'The moment*' broke 
in argaret savagely 'If he stays now he stays for ever, Tm 
T ^ ^ ^^^sthatlstand Don't ask me /lozalknow, but 

hnch won't be a very pleasant talk' said her 

husband but perhaps it will be for the best ' 

Unly the frou-frou of Margaret's skirt broke the silence 
winf ^ about the room, rearranging the sprigs of 

Hsmme, drawing the heavy striped satin curtains 
^ o cover a crack of light Suddenly she sat down 

a little°s.lk bun°d°l^"‘* 

chapter of Walter's book very 
^ ^ voice harder and clearer than 

Panjandru^'^ the great 

PaT Walter said Malcolm 'You can't go on playing Peter 

Pan speak with the voice of authority ' 

His 1 ^ been talking, when Arthur came in 

had ton m \ bis tie was too 'club', his hair 

acLnT brilliantine for a man of his age All his 

precisioiTTs overconsciously, with military 

preservr'trP bis trousers to 

from his shirtn^ff ^moved a white handkerchief 

and cleared hi«^ th " bttle toothbrush moustache 

'NatumTit yrUw""^^ 

Margaret winced Malcolm smiled wryly and 

■haJd°ed h™ his'^coffee'*'' ''^’’thur?' she said as she 

'Will you have a glass of port, old man?' asked Malcolm, 

to his brother-, n-Iaw 

OhI thanks very much' said Arthur m quick, nervous 
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tones, fingering his collar Then feeling ' that such 
diffidence was unsuitable, he added 'Port, eh^ Very fruity, 
very tasty ' 

There was a long pause, then Margaret and Malcolm 
spoke at once 

I've just been saying that Walter Howard's new 
book ' she began 

Did you have an opportunity to look at the trees we've 
planted?' said Malcolm Then, as Margaret, blushing, 
turned her head away, he continued 'We ought really to have 
more trees down, if this fuel shortage is going to 
materialize I'll get on to Bowers about it ' 

Oh not this week, darling' said Margaret 'Mrs Bowers is 
away with her mother who's ill and young Peter's got flu 
Poor Bowers is terribly overworked ' 

Next week then' said Malcolm 'I must say I've never 
known such a set for illness ' 

Give them an inch and they'll take an ell' said Arthur 
reiteration of her sister-in-law's phrase enraged 
Margaret 'What nonsense you do talk, Arthur' she cried 'I 
should have thought the last few months would have taught 
some sense ' She blushed scarlet as she realized what 
she had said, then more gently she added 'You don't know 
the Bowers Why Mrs Bowers is the best friend I have 
round here ' 

Arthur felt the old order was on its mettle, he was not 
prepared to be placated 'I'm afraid my respect for your 
precious British workmen has not been increased where I 
come from' he said defiantly 

I doubt if you saw the British workman at his best in 
prison' said Malcolm carefully, and as his brother-in-law 
was about to continue the argument, he added 'No, Arthur 
let's leave it at that — Margaret and I have our own ideas on 
these things and we're too old to change them now ' 
Arthur's defiance vanished He fingered the knot of his 
tie and mumbled something about 'respecting them for it' 
There was a silence for some minutes, then Malcolm said 
abruptly 'Where do you plan to go from here?' Arthur was 
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understood to say that he hadn't thought about it 

1 think you should' said Malcolm 'Why don't you go 
abroad?' 


The colonies? questioned Arthur with a little laugh 
I know it s conventional, but why not? You can always 
count on me if you need any money.' 

Art^r did not speak for a moment Then 'You want me 
to go ^om here? he asked Margaret was determined to 
tight her own battle, so 'Yes, Arthur' she replied 'You 

together ' 

I doubt if I fit in anywhere' Arthur's voice was bitter 
^ Malcolm would have dispelled the mood with a 
nonsense, old man,' but Margaret again took up the task 
o, Malcolm, perhaps he's right' suddenly her voice 
became far away, with a dramatic note 'When Malcolm 
was at the Ministry m London during the raids and Rupert 
was flying over Germany, I had to realize that they might 
both be killed and then, of course 1 wouldn't have fitted m I 
took my precautions I always earned something that 
would finish me off quickly if I needed it. Remember, 
Arthur, if anything should happen I shall always 
understand and respect you.' 

Malcolm looked away, embarrassed. These moments of 
selt-dramatization of Margaret's made him feel that he had 
married beneath him 


Arthur sat, thinking — the colonies or suicide, neither 
seemed to be what he was needing 

h be toddling off to 

^ ^ night'll do me good ' 

Margaret got up and stroked his hair 

Ee, he said 'it's a moocky do, lass, as Nurse used to say ' 
1 his direct appeal to sentiment repelled her 'You'll find 
whisky and a syphon in your room' she said formally 
Yes, have a good nightcap' said Malcolm to the erect 
over-military back of his brother-m-law 

Thank God that s over' he sighed a few minutes later 
'Poor old Arthur I expect he'll fmd happiness sometime, 
somewhere 
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'No, Malcolm' said Margaret fiercely 'it's been an 
unpleasant business, but if it's not to turn sour on us, we ve 
got to face it Arthur will never be happy, he's rotten, dead 
But we aren't, and if we're going to live, we can't afford to 
let his rottenness infect us ' 

Malcolm stared at his wife with admiration — to face 
reality, that was obviously the way to meet these things, 
not to try to escape He thought for a few minutes of what 
she had said — of Arthur's rottenness — socially and 
personally— and of all that they stood for — individually 
alive, socially progressive But for all the realism of her 
view, it somehow did not satisfy him He remained vaguely 
uneasy the whole evening 
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'1 TELL YOU what it is, Andrey Andreyevitch/ said Stepan 
Pepushkin impatiently, Yf the cricket competition does not 
soon begin it will be dark before it is finished And then, 
you know, we shall be hampered by the wolves ' 

'What is the hurry?' replied the old man, chewing grass I 
am too drunk to umpire yet Natalya Popova cannot find 
the bats And, besides, the young men have not yet settled 
the dispute about the teams ' 

'Sometimes,' replied the other passionately, 'I think I see 
the stars in your old eyes, Andrey Andreyevitch, and 
sometimes I do not understand you ' 

Stepan Pepushkin was a poet He wore a peaked cap and 
black knickerbockers He was eager for the new game, 
which would bring back poetry to the village, the 
Commissar had said 'How can there be a dispute among 
brothers?' he cried 

'Weil, you see, it is perfectly simple,' said the old umpire 
T think I can stand now I will get up What a disgusting 
creature I am to be drunk on Wednesday’ And Olga 


Cndel III the Cniffnei/s 4 00 

Merinm says the harvest will be late What was I saying, 
Stepan Stepanovitch^' 

'You were raving quietly/ replied the young man 'There 
>s Natalya, carrying the two bats like torches over her 
shoulders How beautiful she is*' 

The young men are quarrelling Boris Bonsovitch has 
emptied the whitewash pail over Lopakhin, and now we 
shall have no crease But all this is highly intelligible when 
you come to think of it ' 

If I were to kill Maria Andreyevna,' said the poet 
dreamily, 'would you marry again?' 

Excuse me, the trouble is that our village has been 
wllectivized under the Decree Everything is in common 
*^0 are all m common We are all brothers Naturally, 
uerefore, say the young men, we cannot have two teams 
Or brothers playing against each other, for there can be 
uothmg brotherly in trying to get the better of one 
another But the Commissar has a paper from Moscow He 
says there must be two teams of eleven, each with a 
captain, but the young men will not have captains It is all 
rather unpleasant I think I shall he down again ' 

Eleven is a beautiful number,' said the poet 'Two ones 
jWo ones — two captains — two bats of forest wood Some 
day, Andrey Andreyevitch, I shall go to London where this 
beautiful game was thought of ' 

But the old man was asleep 

Stepan Pepushkin walked over to the debate of the 
young men He went straight up to Natalya Popova and 
kissed her 'Will you marry me?' he said loudly, because of 
the noise of the speakers, many of whom were talking m 
common She had very brown eyes, like a small cow in 
springtime She wore a Tartar skirt and knee-pads for the 
Wicket 

'1 think I am engaged to some of the others, she said 
'Besides, you are a poet, Stepan, and there is no place for 
poetry now We should have no food ' 

'If I were to write m prose, said the young man, 'would 
you love me?' 
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Trose is more respectable, to be sure,' said Natalya 
Popova, 'but, excuse me, every one is active and vigorous 
now, ploughing and making grain for the State or 
combating the counter-revolutionaries You are only 
dreamer, Olga Merinm told me she found you fee<ung 
nightingales in the wood What is the use of that when 
Russia IS starving, Stepan Pepushkin? To-day, to take an 
example, the Committee will not let you take part in the 
batting They have appointed you to count the runs I te 
you what is in my mind, Stepan, I am sorry I let you kiss 
me ' 

Stepan smiled dumbly and listened to the speakers 

'Comrades,' shouted Serge Obolensky, the humane 
slaughterer, 'the solution is evident We cannot have two 
hostile teams competing against each other, for this won 
be to play into the hands of the Capitalist Governments, 
which seek to divide the workers But we can all play on the 
same side ' 

'PrardflP'Well spoken. Serge cried thecrickete^ 

Big Lubov, the bearded schoolmaster, came to the 
rostrum carrying a stump 'I have a proposition ' 

'Nxtchevoi' ‘Chuchukf 'A proposition*' 

'My proposition is that all runs should be shared m 
common ' 

'Pravdai' 'Yashtnak'' 'All runs to be shared in common' 


But Bortsov, the Commissar, stepped forward 'I have a 
paper from Moscow At Moscow they say that you are idle, 
the gram lies unreaped, the bins are empty ' 
'Tchat'"Merovestiai' cried the angry villagers 
'Moscow says that the will to compete and act 
energetically must be born again m you Therefore they 
have given you this cricket which the English workers play 
Therefore you must have two teams striving for victory, 
and therefore each worker shall keep his own runs, 
striving to gam more than his comrade ' 

'Kill the Commissar*' cried every one 'Capitalism *"The 

counter-revolution*' 

'I will kill the Commissar*' yelled Big Lubov the 
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schoolmaster 'Give me a bat, Natalya Popova/ he said in a 
softer voice, for Big Lubov loved Natalya 
'There are only two bats/ said the^irl, 'and they must be 
restored to the Government after the game It would be a 
pity to break them ' 

Prnrdni’ said Lubov, and he drove the sharp stump which 
he carried through the Commissar's heart 

And now let us begin the game/ said the schoolmaster 

, II 

Mow that vve have killed the Commissar,' Serge Obolensky 
was saying, 'we have no one who can explain the rules of 
cricket But Russia is like that ' 

Who wants rules?’ said young Nicolai Nicolaievitch 
Rules were made for the bourgeois ' 

Pravdn True But excuse me, it would be convenient if 
we could come to some agreement about the method of our 
proceedings To take an example, Nicolai Nicolaievitch, we 
know that there are two sets of stumps, for the Commissar 
told us so much, but where in the world are we to put 
them? 

It IS simple enough, Serge Obolensky We will put one 
set here and the other over there ' 

Tes, Nicolai,' replied the older man patiently, 'but 
where?' 

'There 

I recognize the energy of your mind, Nicolai — but how 
far away?' 

'Give me the Commissar's paper Twenty-two yards — 
that IS versts Cticuhn' said the young revolutionary in 
triumph 

'No one in the village can throw a leather ball so far I tell 
you what, we will let each man bowl according to his 
capacity The strong man shall throw from a great way off 
and the weak from a little distance Thus we shall establish 
equality Big Lubov, to take an example, must throw at the 
batsmen from the next field, and I shall throw from here ' 
'But, said the young cynical clerk of the bank, 'suppose 
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that the strong man pretends to be weak, then he will have 
an advantage ' 

Then, said Serge Obolensky simply, 'we shall kill him 


Big Lubov and Natalya Popova were still batting All the 
village had bowled the round ball at them, some from this 
place and some from that None of the peasants had hit 
them Big Lubov defended his body nimbly with his great 
bat But the young men did not like to throw the ball at 
pretty Natalya They threw it away from her, so that she 
could not strike it with her bat So it came about that Lobov 

of/ ^ Natalya had made none 

olodja s best cow lay in the shade watching the 
game Dreamily, sitting on the cow, Stepan Pepushkm 

hkTa^tuhp''''''^ thought that Natalya was 

Ho, Stepan* Big Lubov cries, 'how goes the count^' 

Lubov--9 runs,' answers the poet, 'Natalya Popova-7 


How is this? Not once has Natalya struck the 

'becan^ ^ ^ run,' said the poet, 

because she is so beautiful ' 

NataTv/lnrl'l^ Lubov was angry But he loved 

Lubov shriwo H \ ^^th good temper When Big 

down ^ storm on the hills Trees fell 

runs to cunningly, "since all the 

Question b;.c; common, Lubov Lubovinsky, the 

rurov-s*: NaTalyf-'^ ‘he cJunUS 

woman 

'Rl-hog^yc.XSv h'-oia,ev,.ch 
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'Bowl, thou,' replied the big man with a threatening 
motion, 'or I will-bat thee ' 

f Presently Lubov had made 13 Stepan gave Natalya two 
more runs because of the pretty curve of her waist, which 
was like a prow of a small ship Natalya Popova was 9 
j Then Alexis the blacksmith took the ball 
^ Lubov cries out 'Ho' Blacksmith, you come too close' 
Stand yonder by Obolensky in the farther field'' 

But Alexis throws the ball strong and low and strikes the 
schoolmaster in the stomach 

yashmak' 'Hit'' 'Lubov is out'' cry the peasants 
, The blow was irregular,' cries the batsman angrily 'He 
came too near What is the verdict, Andrey Andreyevitch?' 
, All eyes turned to the aged umpire But the umpire was 
still asleep 

( He IS drunk,' said Serge Obolensky 

I tell you what,' said Lubov, 'is it not a very 
extraordinary thing that all the time, while we have been 
, Pmying this game, the umpire was lying drunk at the place 
called square-leg, and none of us perceived it?' 

, 'Russia IS like that,' said Serge Obolensky 'My father's 
sister kept beetles in her bedroom and fed them on 
^ sunflower seeds Nobody knew ' 

'Practically speaking,' the schoolmaster remarked 
logically, 'the game, so far, has not been happening, for the 
official, in a manner of speaking, was not present It follows 
[ therefore that I am still batting ' 

'In that case,' said the cunning Nicolai, 'you have not 
made 13 runs, but no runs ' 

Pravda'' 

Lubov weakened He thought that none of the peasants 
Would make so many as 13 runs 
' 'Besides, as you will be the first to appreciate, Lubov 
Lubovinsky, this umpire is only a mouthpiece for the voice 
' of the people Indubitablyheisincapable, but what of that? 

The voice of the people has said that you are out ' 

'Ouf' 'Ouf' Slava' 

Lubov with a bad grace gave up the bat saying, 'As for 
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you, Audrey Andreyevitch, to-nighl I will give you to the 

wolves ' ^ j 

The old man woke ^Thc queer thing is, brother,' he said. 


'that I have forgotten your name ' 

'Russia IS like that,' said Serge Obolensky 
'I have just remembered,' said Big Lubov unpleasantly, 
'that I have a pistol in my breeches pocket If any brother or 
comrade makes more than 13 I will shoot him through the 
head ' 


IV 

All the peasants batted in turn and were thrown out Boris 
Polunm was stunned Michael Andrid ran away Only 
Natalya Popova remained always at the stumps, Natalya 
had 11 runs, but Stepan would not give her any more now 
for fear of Big Lubov's pistol Alexis the blacksmith had 
made 7 The others had made nothing Meanwhile Big 
Lubov had become exceedingly dogmatic and unpopular 
When the last man was out he said, 'Well, it must be evident 
to all of you that Lubov Lubovmsky has gained the 
victory ' 

The angry shouts of the villagers drowned his speech, and 
Alexis the blacksmith said, 'Excuse me, the affair is not 
concluded Stepan Pepushkin has not yet tried his skill ' 
'Pravdai' 'Stepan'' 'Pepushkin the poet will put the 
schoolmaster down ' 

They summoned Stepan to the stumps, and gave the ball 
to Nicolai Nicolaievitch The young poet was overjoyed to 
be batting with Natalya On his way to the stumps he took 
her in his arms and kissed her 

Your hair is like the wild jasmine which grows in the 

Caucasus, he said 'Now, Natalya, if I am not mistaken, you 

are going to see that I am not a dreamer only ' 

Nicolai prepared to throw, but the poet stepped forward, 
lifting his hand 'Excuse me, Nicolai Nicolaievitch,' he said, 
but, do you know, this is a highly significant moment^ 
Here am 1, a young man who never in his whole life has 
played with bat and ball before I have never been clever 
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with my hands At carpentry and needlework I was the 
duffer of my school I never could knit or tie up parcels 
Truly, I don't know anyone so clumsy with his fingers I am 
always dropping my tea-cup, upsetting things, pushing 
things over As you see, Nicolai, I am quite unable to tie my 
cravat in a presentable bow The only tool I was ever able to 
use was a lead pencil And yet — ' 

'Pardon my abruptness, Stepan Pepushkin,' said Nicolai, 
'but if you are going to relate to us the history of your life it 
seems to me that the fieldsmen had better sit down ' 
'That IS as you please, Nicolai Nicolaievitch ' And all the 
peasants sat down on the grass 
'As I was saying,' the batsman continued, 'the 
extraordinary thing is that here I am with this really most 
unfamiliar instrument in my hands, and, do you know, I am 
superbly confident? 1 am absolutely convinced that I am 
going to succeed in the game, and gain more runs than this 
blustering schoolmaster Is it not remarkable?' 

'Pravda, said the bowler, yawning slightly 
'The reason for all this is, I think, perfectly evident It is 
Natalya — Natalya Popova, standing there with her 
Government bat like a torch of a new truth Now that the 
Union of Soviet Republics has inscribed cricket upon its 
advancing banners 1 think you will agree that we shall 
conquer the world Cricket was the one thing that Holy 

Russia lacked Cricket will save Russia Cricket ' 

'Excuse me. Serge Obolensky, rising to his feet at mid- 
off, 'night IS falling, Stepan Pepushkin, the grass is wet 
with dew, and I perceive that wolves are gathering at the 
borders of the field It would be convenient to most of us if 
we could continue the game ' 

'By all means,' answered the poet 'But do you know, in 
spite of my confidence it has now occurred to me that men 
are but mortal and the future is uncertain? It is just 
possible that Nicolai Nicolaievitch will kill me with the ball 
Permit me therefore to embrace Natalya Popova before we 
begin ' 

'Naturally, Stepan Pepushkin ' 
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u concluded, the poet prepared to defend 

himselr Nicolaievitch threw the ball very hard at his head 
btepan put his bat before his face, and the ball, touching it, 
tlew into the forest, scattering the wolves 

PopovaJ' cried the poet, and they ran 
Uid Volodja, the long-stop, was fat and slow. They ran 
nine runs 


c carried back at length, and Stepan, panting, 

faced Nicolaievitch again 

Big/ I^bov stepped forward 'I tell you what,' he 
e o^wed, I have just realized that all this business is simply 
a waste of time When you come to think of it, there are 
^ S^cnered, cattle to be tended, cows to be milked 
T if and here we all are throwing a leather 

Dan at btepan Pepushkin Is it not preposterous? What in 
e world does it matter, I ask myself, whether Stepan 
gams more runs than Lubov or not? Naturally it is most 

k Z overcome me, but will the State be any 

e er for it if he does? Audrey Andreyevitch is asleep 

^nd drink khm ' 

Dkr*! ^ 1 extremely reasonable,' said Serge 

Tf excuse me, you should have said it before 

j ^ Stepan Pepushkin has a talent for the 
would not surprise me if he were to-overcome 


schoolmast^^^^^‘^^^ cried the peasants, who hated the 

threw the ball at Pepushkm's face a second 
me The poet struck the ball towards the wood 
Run, Natalyal' 

I ^n, Stepan So thou run alsol' 
moutff wood and takes the ball in its 


Follow and help 


wolf has the ball 
nim, Boris Bonsovitchi' 

Rp*" Volodja runs after the 

nk i Borisovitch runs after Volbdja Seree 

o ensky runs after Borisovitch Alexis the blacksmith 



Ciidcl in till Cnticasi/s 417 

runs after Obolensky Olga Merinin runs after Alexis 
Nicolai Nicolaicvitch runs after Olga Merinin The other 
peasants follow, and last of ail, Andrey Andreyevitch, 
waking up, totters into the wood, where the wolves devour 
him with the others 

Only Big Lubov remains in the field, watching with a 
sour smile Stepan and Natalya run up and down, hand-in- 
hand, between the stumps Stepan has made two-hundred- 
and-ninety-four Out of breath, he pauses, Natalya folds 
her strong arms about him 

'You are a true man, Stepan Pepushkin,' she whispers 
'We will go to Moscow together and make flypapers for the 
Government ' 

But Big Lubov has picked up the Commissar's paper 

'It IS all very well,' he says spitefully, 'but, do you know, 
Pepushkin, we were playing without the bails? Moscow 
says that without the bails the game does not exist ' 

Natalya wept 

'After all, then, Stepan, 1 find that I do not love you ' 

'Russia IS like that,' said Stepan Pepushkin 
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milliinetres off to the side as heretofore Slimming has 
been one of the year's success stories University rector 
Alfonso Cardau of Valladolid was in the middle of a lecture 
about his own method this summer, when his trousers fell 
down His point was proved 
It has of course been a terrific year for royalty Every 
plumber worth his solder must have burst with pride when 
he learnt that the Prince and Princess of Wales would be 
honouring, with their wedding, the very onset of 
International Water Supply and Sanitation Decade And 
there was something in it for glaziers, too — for no sooner 
was the warmer weather with us than King Juan Carlos of 
Spain fell through a glass door by his swimming pool 
POUM' it went Then the Duchess of Kent appeared at 
Wimbledon in a 'jewelled neck brace' ('I suppose you 
haven't got anything for a jewelled neck?' 'Well I dunno, 
yer Worship, I got this ole brace, that'll prop it up pro tern, 
wot you reely want is an Austriopath ') But there will no 
longer be any Beauty Queens m Illinois Thanks to the 
Illinois Women's Will Bill, or some such legislation, 
competitors of this type will now be known as Royal 
Persons But there is a widespread feeling that this is one of 
those innovations that just may not catch on, like the 
experimental plastic football turf at Royal Person's Park 
Rangers 

Of the several sensations in the dental world, not the 
least shattering to the family concerned occurred in 
Carlisle, where Frank Little was playing pool when he 
fluked his false teeth into the bottom pocket There is 
something unwelcoming about the idea of thrusting your 
arm down a dark hole in the expectation of finding teeth, so 
It was some time before a Leisure Appliances Engineer 
arrived to restore Frank to custodianship of his incisors 
Better a long wait, however, than an unseemly grappling 
for possession, such as occurred this summer in Idabel, 
Oklahoma, where dentist Curtis Brookover, enraged at 
the alleged non-payment of false-teeth fees by housewife 
Mrs Lee Stoval, called on the lady, pinned her to the carpet 
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and actually hauled hii. property out o! hci Cacc When last 
heard of, she had sued him a^^snult, he had counter-sue 
for a bite on the finger, and the whole thing v.’as set or a 
good few years in court The law here probably has no 
teeth either. , 

Lawsuits were generally worn on the head this year, 
man in Bournemouth w as mugged and his wig stolen 
it, indeed, a mugging or a vsngging^ — and Mr Paul Gregorv 
of Burslem went before an industrial tribunal to 
compensation from Arthur Badger Ltd, who had sacke 
him for turning up to work in a trilby hat trimmed Vvnth 
plastic effigies of Kermit the Frog. Found to be 50^6 to 
blame for this career setback, Mr Gregory was av\ arded the 
curious sum of £797 which, a friend surmised, he wouM 
probably put to appropriate use by honouring the 
behavioural traditions of the newt famiK. In Harwich, 
meanwhile, a Dutch lady was prevented from entering the 
country on the grounds that she had a rat concealed in her 
headscarf How this was discovered was never made clear, 
unless the rumour is true that her companion was carrying 
a stool-pigeon up his trouser-leg The rat and the lady were 
friends, she had rescued it from an experimental 
laboratory HM Customs, however, are no respecters of 
rodents, and would have destroyed the tragic creature on 
the spot if it had not cheated the exterminator with a tiny 
cr^ it leapt upon a VAT form, devoured about half of it, 
and died in terrible agony. 

On the whole, America did poorly out of the last twelve 
months The nation lost its hold on our own Lynsey de 
Paul, who returned to Heathrow ms.stmg that the break- 
up with }ames Coburn was not her fault! she had 'leaned 
over backwards o make sure the relationship was for pure 
mutual pleasure There was a certain technical interest in 
this for physiologists, who had been wondering what steps 
had been taken--step-;nd*rs even_to compensate for the 
eighteen inches difference in heights, Ex-President Nixon 
gave up his Manhattan apartment A gorgeous place but 
costing a fortune to whitewash Little difficulty m raising 
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the purchase price was experienced by the buyer, Syria 
American business failure of the year was the compassion- 
ate hot-line phone-in service set up by computer salesman 
Paul White 'Curse-aholics Anonymous' was intended to 
help succour those unfortunates who )ust can't stop 
swearing In his first six weeks of operation, Mr White got 
2000 calls, every one of them abusive When finally even 
the Tell-the-time machine began to inform him that it was 
ten o'goddam clock exactly, he gave up California, in its 
turn, has had to admit that its water and weather are 
unsuitable for making seaside rock That is why Los 
Angeles has placed an order for one million sticks of 1984 
Olympic Rock with the Fylde Coast Confectionery 
Company of Blackpool The sticks will have 'Los Angeles 
1984 written all through them and profit written 
all over them and have already been denounced by 
hard-line Republican dentists as a pinko attack on 
America's teeth (see above) 

Brighton's nude beach celebrated its first anniversary Mr 
Tillard, assistant director of Brighton council's resort 
services department, said, 'The beach has been very well 
used,' and 'We ve had letters from all over the world asking 
for details ' So if you'd like to know more about how to use a 
beach well, just get in touch with Mr Tillard It's just as well 
to be sure Some girls went nude bathing in Minorca this 
summer and were arrested They pointed out the signs 
reading Nudists Only', and the police pointed out the 
nearby wartime defence observation post from which the 
naughty old anthropologists who had put up the signs 
were watching the whole proceedings through powerful 
binoculars and a cloud of steam Yet worse was the 
experience of Mr Thomas Brady, a company director from 
Harrow on holiday with four convent-educated daughters 
(his own) Their first-choice hotel being full, and the 
second within coughing distance of a cement factory, they 
finally moved on to a third place, arriving at dead of night 
When they awoke to survey the scene from the balcony, 
they found whole tribes of nudists dangling at them in 
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Mow to the drive/ 

por e Mr Brady, 'there wore people with nothing on 

roust agree that the sight ojf squeaky 
nnlv log over a Volvo was probably for fetishists 

° hoped the Bradys did not get back to 
to witness the incident where an Arab 

undprnJ^f°^^^<.u°^^ trousers and 

11 ^ S ® concourse You've never seen a terminal 

everywhere It took police some 
British fellow that, privileged though the 

Gulf Sf 3 fp to receive such a rare insight into the 

Of thfv^ the better part of Allah 

the caqp ^y^teries, the most outstanding was 

Xt^es nn l" ^^rnped in vast 

Confident! ^ every vast-quantity dump in the land, 
nowbemthp^^ ocmation from these sources must surely 

rulted already U.s 

Credibihtv Ai, Bosanquet wears a Hair 

policy it^rpo^ that Magnus Fyke's insurance 

Her Mamstv rg o Limitation Treaty, and that 

actually he/hair ostrich-feather hats are 

Mr Roger Thatcher thp^^^^^ medical news is fair 
lines of work the Thatrf. ^^^^^trar-General (funny the 
had the sense to ppf have gone into, now we've all 

now 1800 people in thil°^^^ roofs) tells us that there are 
more Th,s n't IZT.T’'^ 

Socrates IS shllplaymgfootbalffrTR^" Tl" consider that 

only doctors would get it consist/ ^ut it's not bad If 

Mrs Rosa Sutterby^of Wisbech th^ 7 They told poor 
live, and this year she dirdMTndvn ten years to 

She was 107 when she finallv ^ told her in 1907 

One th.ng about thet'^ “e'Lr^'^.-d.cal adv.^ 
will improve God is getting the m ^ ^hmk the weather 
tions are going to be more nounshmr^^^^' Precipita- 
ago, a Swedish pastor started bombaSm Some months 
with bananas to wake them up and T rr, ^ i ^ congregation 
was wrought upon the Alm.gh'ty hence"the*™ry helpM 
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showers of Co-op sausages reported this year in the 
Devonport area It wouldn't have pleased the Israelites, but 
It's made Jack Scott and a lot of housewives very happy 
As for 1*581, one thing is certain It will go down in 
history as one of the years 
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man in the new blue suit finished arranging 
t e glistening luggage in tight corners of the Pullman 
compartment The train had leaped at curves and bounced 
a ong straightaways, rendering balance a praiseworthy 
^^'^^nient and a sporadic one, and the young man had 
pushed and hoisted and tucked and shifted the bags with 
concentrated care 

Nevertheless, eight minutes for the settling of two 
suitcases and a hat-box is a long time 

He sat down, leaning back against bristled green plush, 
m the seat opposite the girl in beige She looked as new as a 
pee e egg Her hat, her fur, her frock, her gloves were 
glossy and stiff with novelty On the arc of the thin, 
s ippery sole of one beige shoe was gummed a tiny oblong 
o \\ ite paper, printed with the price set and paid for that 

s ipper an its fellow, and the name of the shop that had 
dispensed them 

Staring raptly out of the window, drinking 
tlie big weathered signboards that extolled the 
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phenomena of codfish without bones and screens no rust 
could corrupt As the young man sat down, she turned 
politely from the pane, met his eyes, started a smile and got 
it about half done, and rested her gaze just above his right 
shoulder 

'Well'' the young man said 
'Well'' she said 
'Well, here we are,' he said 
'Here we are,' she said 'Aren't we?' 

'I should say we were,' he said 'Eeyop Here we are ' 
'Well'' she said 

'Well'' he said 'Well How does it feel to be an old married 
lady?' 

'Oh, it's too soon to ask me that,' she said 'At least — I 
mean Well, I mean, goodness, we've only been married 
about three hours, haven't we?' 

The young man studied his wrist-watch as if he were just 
acquiring the knack of reading time 
'We have been married,' he said, 'exactly two hours and 
twenty-six minutes ' 

'My,' she said 'It seems like longer ' 

'No,' he said 'It isn't hardly half-past six yet ' 

'It seems like later,' she said '1 guess it's because it starts 
getting dark so early ' 

'It does, at that,' he said 'The nights are going to be 
pretty long from now on I mean I mean — well, it starts 
getting dark early ' 

'I didn't have any idea what time it was,' she said 
Everything was so mixed up, I sort of don't know where I 
am, or what it's all about Getting back from the church, 
and then all those people, and then changing all my clothes, 
and then everybody throwing things, and all Goodness, I 
don't see how people do it every day ' 

'Do what?' he said 

'Get married,' she said 'When you think of all the people 
all over the world, getting married just as if it was nothing, 
Chinese people and everybody Just as if it wasn't 
anything ' 
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'Well, let's not' worry about people all over the world, he 
said 'Let's don't think about a lot of Chinese Wove got 
something better to think about I mean — well, what do we 

care about them^' r 

'I know,' she said 'But I just sort of got to thinking o 
them, all of them, all over everywhere, doing it all the 
At least, 1 mean — getting married, you know n 
it's — well. It's sort of such a big thing to do, it makes you 
feel queer You think of them, all of them, all doing it jus 
like it wasn't anything And how does anybody know 
what's going to happen next?' 

'Let them worry,' he said 'We don't have to We knoiv 
darn well what's going to happen next I mean, 
mean — well, we know it's going to be great Well, we know 
we're going to be happy Don't we?' 

'Oh, of course,' she said 'Only you think of all the people, 
and you have to sort of keep thinking It makes you fee 
funny An awful lot of people that get married, it doesn 
turn out so well And I guess they all must have thought! 


was going to be great ' 

'Come on, now,' he said 'This is no way to start a 
honeymoon, with all this thinking going on Look at us all 
married and everything done I mean The wedding all 
done and all ' 

'Ah, it was nice, wasn't it?' she said 'Did you really like 


my veil?' 


'You looked great,' he said 'Just great ' 

'Oh, I'm terribly glad,' she said 'Elbe and Louise looked 
lovely, didn't they? I'm terribly glad they did finally decide 
on pink They looked perfectly lovely ' 

'Listen,' he said 'I want to tell you something When I 
was standing up there in that old church waiting for you to 
come up, and I saw those two bridesmaids, I thought to 
myself, I thought, "Well, I never knew Louise could look 
like that’" Why, she'd have knocked anybody's eye out ' 
'Oh, really?' she said 'Funny Of course, everybody 
thought her dress and hat were lovely, but a lot of people 
seemed to think she looked sort of tired People have been 
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saying that a lot, lately 1 tell them I think it's awfully mean 
of them to go around saying that about her 1 tell them 
they've got to remember that Louise isn't so terribly young 
any more, and they've got to expect her to look like that 
Louise can say she's twenty-three all she wants to, but 
she's a good deal nearer twenty-seven ' 

'Well, she was certainly a knock-out at the wedding,' he 
said 'Boyi' 

'I'm terribly glad you thought so,' she said 'I'm glad 
someone did How did you thmk Elbe looked?' 

'Why, I honestly didn't get a look at her,' he said 
'Oh, really?' she said 'Well, I certainly think that's too 
bad I don't suppose I ought to say it about my own sister, 
but I never saw anybody look as beautiful as Elbe looked 
today And always so sweet and unselfish, too And you 
didn't even notice her But you never pay attention to Elbe, 
anyway Don't think I haven't noticed it It makes me feel 
just terrible It makes me feel just awful, that you don't like 
niy own sister ' 

I do so like her'' he said 'I'm crazy for Elbe I think she's a 
great kid ' 

'Don't think it makes any difference to Elbe*' she said 
Elbe's got enough people crazy about her It isn't anything 
to her whether you like her or not Don't flatter yourself 
she cares' Only, the only thing is, it makes it awfully hard 
for me you don't like her, that's the only thing I keep 
thinking, when we come back and get m the apartment and 
everything, it's going to be awfully hard for me that you 
won't want my own sister to come and see me It's going to 
make it awfully hard for me that you won't ever want my 
family around I know how you feel about my family Don't 
think I haven't seen it Only, if you don't ever want to see 
them, that's your loss Not theirs Don't flatter yourself' 

'Oh, now, come on'' he said 'What's all this talk about 
not wanting your family around? Why, you know how I 
feel about your family I think your old lady — I think your 
mother's swell And Elbe And your father What's all this 
talk?' 
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'Well, I've seen It/ she said 'Don't think I haven't Lots of 
people they get married, and they think it's going to be 
great and everything, and then it all goes to pieces because 
people don't like people's families, or something like that 
Don t tell me* I've seen it happen ' 

Honey/ he said, 'what is all this^ What are you gettingall 
angry about? Hey, look, this is our honeymoon What are 
you trying to start a fight for? Ah, I guess you're just 
feeling sort of nervous ' 

Me? she said 'What have I got to be nervous about? I 
mean I mean, goodness, I'm not nervous ' 

J^now, lots of times,' he said, 'they say that girls get 
kind of nervous and yippy on account of thinking about — I 
mean I mean — well, it's like you said, things are all so sort 
of mixed up and everything, right now But afterwards, it'll 
e all right I mean I mean — well, look, honey, you don't 
comfortable Don't you want to take your hat 

'Au T? ever Will we?' 

1 4- 1 L ^ sorry I was cross,' she said 'I guess I did feel a 
little bit funny All mixed up, and then thinking of all those 
people all over everywhere, and then being sort of 'way off 
Here, all alone with you It's so sort of different It's sort of 
^ thing You can't blame a person for thinking, can 
1 1 r r ^ ever, ever fight We won't be like a 
Wil? we°^° ^bem We won't fight or be nasty or anything 


You bet your life we won't/ he said 

^ will take this darned old hat off,' she said 'It 

vor 1 r Pi'esses Just put it up on the rack, will you, dear? Do 
you like It, sweetheart?' 

'Wpi Tif it?' 

Anr! ^ be said 'I know this is the new style 

that, and it's probably great I don't 
of ^bat Only I like the kind 

if u Gee, Hiked that hat ' 

^ she said Well, that's nice That's lovely The 
mg you say to me, as soon as you get me off on a 
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tram away from mv family and everything is that you 
don't like my hat The first thing you sav to vour wife is you 
think she has terrible taste in hats That's nice, isn't it?' 

'Now, honey,' he said, 'I never said anything like that I 
only said — ' 

'What you don't seem to realize,' she said, 'is this hat cost 
twenty-two dollars Twenty-two dollars And that 
horrible old blue thing you think you're so crazy about, 
that cost three ninety-five ' 

I don't give a darn w hat they cost,' he said 'I only said — I 
said 1 liked that blue hat I don't know’ anything about hats 
1 11 be crazy about this one as soon as 1 get used toil Only it's 
kind of not like your other hats ! don't know about the new 
styles What do I know about women's hats?' 

It's too bad,' she said, 'you didn't marry somebody that 
would get the kind of hats you'd like Hats that cost three 
ninety-five Why didn t you marry Louise^ You always 
think she looks so beautiful You'd love her taste in hats 
Why didn't you marry her?' 

'Ah, now, honey,' he said 'For heaven's sakes'' 

'Why didn't you marry her?' she said 'All you've done, 
ever since we got on this train, is talk about her Here I've 
sat and sat, and just listened to you saying how wonderful 
Louise IS I suppose that's nice, getting me all off here alone 
With you, and then raving about Louise right in front of my 
face Why didn't you ask her to marry you? I'm sure she 
would have jumped at the chance There aren't so many 
people asking her to marry them It's too bad you didn't 
marry her I'm sure you'd have been much happier ' 

'Listen, baby,' he said, 'while you're talking about things 
like that, why didnt you marry Joe Brooks? I suppose he 
could have given you all the twenty-two dollar hats you 
wanted, I suppose' 

'Well, I'm not so sure I'm not sorry I didn t, she said 
There' Joe Brooks wouldn t have waited until he got me all 
off alone and then sneered at my taste in clothes Joe 
Brooks wouldn't ever hurt my feelings Joe Brooks has 
always been fond of me There'' 
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'Yeah/ he said 'He's fond of you He was so fond of you 
he didn't even send a wedding present That's how fond of 
you he was ' 

'1 happen to know for a fact/ she said, 'that he was away 
on business, and as soon as he comes back he's going to give 
me anything I want, for the apartment ' 

'Listen/ he said 'I don't want anything he gives you m 
our apartment Anything he gives you. I'll throw right out 
the window That's what I think of your friend Joe Brooks 
And how do you know where he is and what he's going to 
do, anyway? Has he been writing to you?' 

'I suppose my friends can correspond with me,' she said 
'I didn't hear there was any law against that ' 

'Well, I suppose they can't^' he said 'And what do you 
think of that? I'm not going to have my wife getting a lot of 
letters from cheap traveling salesmen'' 

'Joe Brooks is not a cheap traveling salesman'' she said 
'He IS not' He gets a wonderful salary ' 

'Oh yeah?' he said 'Where did you hear ihat?' 

'He told me so himself,' she said 

'Oh, he told you so himself,' he said 'I see He told you so 
himself ' 

You've got a lot of right to talk about Joe Brooks, she 
said You and your friend Louise All you ever talk about is 
Louise ' 

'Oh, for heaven's sakes'' he said 'What do I care about 
Louise? I just thought she was a friend of yours, that's all 
That's why I ever even noticed her ' 

Well, you certainly took an awful lot of notice of her 
today, she said 'On our wedding day' You said yourself 
when you were standing there in the church you just kept 
thinking of her Right up at the altar Oh, right in the 
presence of God' And all you thought about was Louise 
Listen honey,' he said, 'I never should have said that 
How does anybody know what kind of crazy things come 
into their heads when they're standing there waiting to get 
married? I was just telling you that because it was so kind 
of crazy 1 thought it would make you laugh ' 
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'1 know/ she said 'I've been all sort of mixed up today, 
too I told you that Everything so strange and everything 
And me all the time thinking about all those people all over 
the world, and now us here all alone, and everything I 
know you get all mixed up Only 1 did think, when you kept 
talking about how beautiful Louise looked, you did it with 
malice and forethought ' 

I never did anything with malice and forethought'' he 
said I just told you that about Louise because I thought it 
would make you laugh ' 

^Well, It didn't,' she said 

No, I know It didn't,' he said 'It certainly did not Ah, 
aby, and we ought to be laughing, too Hell, honey lamb, 
this IS our honeymoon What's the matter?' 

I don t know,' she said 'We used to squabble a lot when 
together and then engaged and everything, 
ut I thought everything would be so different as soon as 
you were married And now I feel so sort of strange and 
everything I feel so sort of alone ' 

^ell, you see, sweetheart,' he said, 'we're not really 
married yet I mean 1 mean — well, things will be different 
atterwards Oh, hell I mean, we haven't been married very 
long ' 


No,' she said 

Well, we haven't got much longer to wait now,' he said 'I 
mean well, we'll be in New York in about twenty 
minutes Then we can have dinner, and sort of see what we 
teel like doing Or I mean Is there anything special you 
want to do tonight?' 

'What?' she said 


What I mean to say,' he said, 'would you like to go to a 
show or something?' 

'Why, whatever you like,' she said 'I sort of didn't think 
people went to theaters and things on their — I mean. I've 
got a couple o^ letters I simply must write Don't let me 
forget ' 

'Oh,' he said 'You're going to write letters tonight?' 

'Well, you see,' she said 'I've been perfectly terrible 
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What with all the excitement and everything I never did 
thank poor old Mrs Sprague for her berry spoon, and I 
never did a thing about those book ends the McMasters 

sent It s just too awful of me Tve got to write them this 
very night ' 

And when you ve finished writing your letters,' he said, 
maybe I could get you a magazine or a bag of peanuts ' 
'What?' she said 

I mean, he said, 'I wouldn't want you to be bored ' 

As if I could be bored with you*' she said 'Silly* Aren't we 
married? Bored*' 

What I thought,' he said, 'I thought when we got in, we 
could go right up to the Biltmore and anyway leave our 
ags, and maybe have a little dinner in the room, kind of 
quiet, and then do whatever we wanted I mean I 
mean well, let s go right up there from the station ' 

, yes, lets, she said 'I'm so glad we're going to the. 
1 tmore I just love it.The twice I've stayed in New York 
we ve always stayed there. Papa and Mamma and hliie and 
1, and 1 was crazy about it I always sleep so well there I go 

^ sleep the minute I put my head on the pillow ' 

Oh, you do?' he said 

'W ^ mean, she said ^ 'Way up high it's so quiet ' 

e might go to some show or other tomorrow night 
l^^ter?'° said 'Don't you think that would be 

Yes, I think it might,' he said 
beside^h^^^ balanced a moment, crossed over and sat down 

really have to write those letters tonight?' he 

^ ^ suppose they'd get there any 

quicker than if I wrote them tomorrow/ 

And we won t ever fight any more, will we?' he said 

do 1 ^ hnow what made me 

ike that It all got so sort of funny, sort of like a 
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nightmare, the way I got thinking of all those people 
getting married all the time, and so many of them, 
everything spoils on account of fighting and everything 
I got all mixed up thinking about them Oh, I don't want 
to be like them But we won't be, will we?' 

'Sure we won't,' he said 

'We won't go all to pieces,' she said 'We won't fight It'll 
all be different, now we're married It'll all be lovely Reach 
me down my hat, will you, sweetheart? It's time I was 
putting it on Thanks Ah, I'm so sorry you don't like it ' 
'I do so like it'' he said 

'You said you didn't,' she said 'You said you thought it 
was perfectly terrible ' 

'I never said any such thing,' he said 'You're crazy ' 
'All right, I may be crazy,' she said 'Thank you very 
niuch But that's what you said Not that it matters — it's 
just a little thing But it makes you feel pretty funny to 
think you've gone and married somebody that says you 
have perfectly terrible taste in hats And then goes and says 
you're crazy, beside ' 

'Now, listen here,' he said 'Nobody said any such thing 
Why, I love that hat The more I look at it the better I like it 
1 think it's great ' 

'That isn't what you said before,' she said 
'Honey,' he said 'Stop it, will you? What do you want to 
start all this for? I love the damned hat I mean, 1 love your 
hat I love anything you wear What more do you want me 
to say?' 

'Well, I don't want you to say it like that,' she said 
'I said I think it's great,' he said 'That's all I said ' 

'Do you really?' she said Do you honestly? Ah, I'm so 
glad 1 d hate you not to like my hat It would be — I don't 
know, it would be sort of such a bad start 

'Well, I'm crazy for it,' he siid Now we vc got that 
Settled, for heaven's sakcs Ah, baby Baby Iamb VA/e re not 
going to have any bad starts Look at us — w't re on our 
honeymoon Pretty soon well be regular old married 
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people I mean I rnean, in a few minutes wc'll be getting in 
to New York, and then we'll be going to the hotel, and then 
everything will be all right I mean— well, look at us* Here 
we are married* Here we are*' 

Yes, here we are,' she said 'Aren't we?' 
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SUBURBIA IS BEAUTIFUL You can tell from the advertise- 
ments 

The houses are beautified with satm-finished craftsmen- 
utted double-glazed picture windows They contain 
beautiful things, like reproduction oak-stained old country 
plant stands, and a set of Currier and Ives porcelain 
Christmas bells 

The cars are beautiful, buffed every Sunday with the 
savagery of a dentist scaling teeth So are the people, 
scoured in the sauna, swaddled in Thermolactyl, wearing 
beautiful quartz watches with 50 functions including 
alarm facility and lap timer, tippling beautifully tinted 
drinks from personalized Edwardian goblets, and holiday- 
ing in beautiful places with their beautiful 5-piece saddle- 
stitched light tan wipe-clean vinyl luggage collection 
Even the books are beautiful, designed to be part of the 
furniture of life with an introduction by Dr A L Rowse 
The suburban countryside in which I live is superb — pH 
tested, cleansed with paraquat dichlonde and diquat 


RICHARD GORDON 

dibromide, nourished like a sickly child on glyphosate, 
enomy , dinocap, formothion, buprimate and chealated 
y comparison, that shrinking open space 
between the end of one city's suburbs and the start of the 
L }l j ^ ^ niotorways, ravaged by chain-saw and 

pesticides, IS as inhospitable to 
and bone ^ leather as the polar icecap to human skin 

flocking after mankind to the comfort and 

It surA? the suburbs Only m such soft security can 

* M ^^rwin rules, OK? 

endnp-pn^^^^r suburb already supports an 

chilS goldfish, cats, dogs and 

svmbnlf.!?'^' ever-whirnng on its little metal treadmill, 
nowhprp M man's scuttle through life, reaching 

The eoldf he too is found cold in his cage 

pavine und "1'"^ the crazy 

mdicatm ^effective fishing rods of the gnomes, 

prizes even^tK at ever hooking life's glittering 

Suburb! pools 

sensuousn^ss^^he purring 

woman pvpp <- longer receives from suburban 

suburban dogs tu/flr Frfd "f 

enforced rnnoV ^rter Freudian anal eroticism, from 

ing footpaths under the council by-laws concern- 

mothers d^strust^n t^^^cied suburban pets Suburban 
rear their vounc: ;Arro^d^ mstiiicts like natural fibres, and 
hvmg m Amenc^ The pTr^ms^Iat ^ millionaire doctor 
punishment, their oFZnnl T" P"^^ 

sexually continent, beca/setwL dp and 

were themselves ^ o despairingly wish they 

Upon this ecology have crept hedgehoEs v,o i 

grass snakes, squirrels, moles, badgers 
Roman snails (taking some time ffom' 

Colsivolds-they can be baked stuffed w!Jh „ 

"O garlic butter. 
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though less to suburban taste than tinned gazpacho) 

From the colour aerials, the moping owl complains to the 
moon The collar-dove mimics the cuckoo, causing frenzied 
writing to the local newspapers in early spring The 
repetitive song-thrush maddens anyone foolish enough to 
install the GPO's new style bird-call telephone We 
suburbanites are the world's conservationists, without 
needing to create all the self-righteous fuss of Greenpeace 
The scent which invigorated Mr Jorrocks and inflames 
the Anti-Blood Sports League blows through bedroom 
Windows opened upon a new suburban day The fox is our 
most interesting and subtle invader I see one vixen 
regularly, curled asleep on the recliner left overnight on 
the patio She fexpects a petit beurre from the Teasmade, 
before loping languidly through the laurels to stare 
hungrily towards the neighbours' breakfast bar, in hope of 
a tossed bacon nnd or handful of Special K 
So Wily an animal sees no need to seek its usual menu of 
pheasant and fowl, rabbit and rat, when prepacked 
convenience food is so abundant A crash between carport 
and oil-tank proclaims the view of a fox as stridently as 
John Peel's horn in the morning Reynard has broken from 
his herbaceous covert to tip over the rubbish bin and 
rummage for a balanced diet 
My memoirs of a suburban fox-hunting man include the 
discovery after a dinner party of scattered avocado skin and 
prawn shells, clean-picked, crunched bones from the 
frozen duck, a chewed carton of bright pink strawberry 
mousse among scraps of silver paper from the dolcelatte 
Our Beaujolais Villages drained of its dregs, the panatella 
ends from the ashtray, the disappearance of an After Eight 
Squashed under the heel of an unsteady guest, indicated 
the completed enjoyment of a meal of civilized delicacy 
The earths of emus vulpes subiirhmietisis are securer than 
those of its country cousins, which are always likely to be 
trodden by keepers or ramblers Ours inhabit cuttings 
where man dare not venture without fear of prosecution 
by British Rail Dog vixen and cubs are often displayed m 
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the morning sunshine, comfortable among the scraggy 
us es and disposed prams, fridges and pieces of cars, 
^ ^ ludicrous sight of humans packed into trains 
ery hens Suburban foxes are not simply tame 
towards man They are also damn supercilious 

^ ^iTioogst the Hzaleas and rhodos m our floodlit 
through the lounge windows to 
infoll t ^ would not boast that it takes an 

the human world More 
A^'^' ^ wants to see the weather forecast An 

nrnhlKl^^ 1 from the garden furniture is 

WK(3r. ^ ^ credit at Harrods' game counter 

aftershave crashed from the 
animalc^ ^ appeared and rolled in it The 

aufnmn as beautiful as the people Last 

decimatpd fL car rolled from the garage and 

had opposite From the rank stink, a fox 

learn released the handbrake They will soon 

to school the children 

have fox New York they have raccoons as we 

the HiFFF^F^ suburbia IS performed by the council, on 

distasteful or unnecLlary T^e"® ^"^‘^‘"8 assessed as 
their Ijfflo ^rr. 1 I ^ rnen in white suits with 

fox pooSatinnts® " because the suburban 

the Zmin ^‘’'’f'^ent fecundity of 

hoIL't mTsTelief nrt,'’°r* Association is as right as 
We have the .ngred,en!^s‘'for t oirTocaTr*'''‘“’’/’br 

offers a string of servirf-^Mo , ^ ^ocal livery stable 

children in hard hats dreL o7Kincess''Xnn^ 
conscript a pack of honnrlc i, i ^ oess Anne We could 

A visit to Moss Bros is the if varied 

cup at the local and away throuehTh ® ^ stirrup 

with a new set of hunuL cSsI^ morning rush-hour, 

as Gai.r To Ear, I, W,o„s W„l Up o!.l wly sfwf "'"^"'“"bties 
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The fox has immutable snob value Ours never molest 
the semi-dets and split-levels They roam only the 
backyards of desirable residences, with heated garages for 
frosty mornings, deafening stereo equipment, video 
recording systems incorporating remote control slow- 
down capacity, four brands of malt whisky, tailored-made 
kitchens, a Volvo as well as a Mercedes, perpetual motion 
Black Forest clocks, finely-tooled leather executive cases, 
detachable suite covers, matching made-to-measure 
curtains, water softener, personal stationery on luxurious 
watermarked paper and floral dreamy duvets 
I am gratified that my suburban home has the distinction 
of emitting a better class of garbage 
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ROBERT BENCHLEY 


SOME WELL-KNOWN saying (it doesn't make mucn 
difference what) is proved by the fact that everyone likes to 
talk about his experiences at the dentist's. For years and 
years little articles like this have been written on the 
subject, little jokes like some that I shall presently make 
have been made, and people in general have been telling 
o er people just what emotions they experience when 
they crawl into the old red plush guillotine 

1 hey like to explain to each other how they feel when the 
en IS puts f bat buzzer thing' against their bicuspids, and, 
if sufhcently pressed, they will describe their sensations on 
mouthing a rubber dam 

_ Til tell you what 1 hate/ they will say with great relish, 
® ^ 3t little nut-pick and begins to scrape 

■Oh, rll tell you what's worse than that,' says the friend, 
not to bo outdone, when he is poking around careless-like 
and strikes a nerve. WowF ' 

.And if there are more than two people at the experience- 
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meeting, everyone will chip in and tell what he or she 
considers to be the worst phase of the dentist's work, all 
present enjoying the narration hugely and none so much as 
the narrator who has suffered so 
This sort of thing has been going on ever since the first 
mammoth gold tooth was hung out as a bait to folks in 
search of a good time (By the way, when did the present 
obnoxious system of dentistry begin? It can't be so very 
long ago that the electric auger was invented, and where 
would a dentist be without an electric auger? Yet you 
never hear of Amalgam Filling Day, or any other 
anniversary in the dental year There must be a conspiracy 
of silence on the part of the trade to keep hidden the names 
of the men who are responsible for all this ) 

However many years it may be that dentists have been 
plying their trade, in all that time people have never tired of 
talking about their teeth This is probably due to the 
inscrutable workings of Nature who is always supplying 
new teeth to talk about 

As a matter of fact, the actual time and suffering m the 
chair IS only a fraction of the gross expenditure connected 
With the affair The preliminary period, about which 
nobody talks, is much the worse This dates from the 
discovery of the wayward tooth and extends to the 
moment when the dentist places his foot on the automatic 
hoist which jacks you up into range Giving gas for tooth- 
extraction is all very humane in its way, but the time for 
anaesthetics is when the patient first decides that he must 
go to the dentist From then on, until the first excavation is 
started, should be shrouded in oblivion 

There is probably no moment more appalling than that 
in which the tongue, running idly over the teeth in a 
moment of care-free play, comes suddenly upon the ragged 
edge of a space from which the old familiar filling has 
disappeared The world stops and you look meditatively up 
to the corner of the ceiling Then quickly you draw your 
tongue away, and try to laugh the affair off, saying to 
yourself 
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'Stuff and nonsense, my good fellow^ There is nothing 
the matter with your tooth Your nerves are upset after a 
hard day's work, that's all ' 

Having decided this to your satisfaction, you slyly/ ana 
with a poor attempt at being casual, slide the tongue back 
along the line of adjacent teeth, hoping against hope that it 
will reach the end without mishap 

But there it is* There can be no doubt about it this tune 
The tooth simply has got to be filled by someone, and the 
only person who can fill it with anything permanent is a 
dentist You wonder if you might not be able to patch it up 
yourself for the time being — a year or so — perhaps 
with a little spruce-gum and a coating of new-skin It is 
fairly far back, and wouldn't have to be a very sightly 
job 

But this has an impracticable sound, even to you You 
might want to eat some peanut-brittle (you never can tell 
when someone might offer you peanut-brittle these days)/ 
and the new-skin, while serviceable enough in the case of 
cream soups and custards, couldn't be expected to stand up 
under heavy crunching 

So you admit that, since the thing has got to be filled, it 
might as well be a dentist who does the job 

This much decided, all that is necessary is to call him up 
and make an appointment 

Let us say this resolve is made on Tuesday That 
afternoon you start to look up the dentist's number in the 
telephone book A great wave of relief sweeps over you 
when you discover that it isn't there How can you be 
expected to make an appointment with a man who hasn't 
got a telephone? And how can you have a tooth filled 
without making an appointment? The whole thing is 
impossible, and that's all there is to it God knows you did 
your best 

On Wednesday there is a slightly more insistent twinge, 
owing to bad management of a sip of ice water You decide 
that you simply must get m touch with that dentist when 
you get back from lunch But you know how those things 
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are First one thing and then another came up, and a man 
came in from Providence who had to be shown around the 
office, and by the time you had a minute to yourself it was 
five o'clock And, anyway, the tooth didn't bother you 
again You wouldn't be surprised if, by being careful, you 
could get along with it as it is until the end of the week 
when you will have more time A man has to think of his 
business, after all, and what is a little personal discomfort 
in the shape of an unfilled tooth to the satisfaction of work 
well done in the office^ 

By Saturday morning you are fairly reconciled to going 
ahead, but it is only a half day and probably he has no 
appointments left, anyway Monday is really the time You 
can begin the week afresh After all, Monday is really the 
logical day to start in going to the dentist 
Bright and early Monday morning you make another try 
at the telephone book, and find, to your horror, that some 
time between now and last Tuesday the dentist's name and 
number have been inserted into the directory There it is 
There is no getting around it 'Burgess, ]as Kendal, 
DDS Courtland — 2654 ' There is really nothing left to 

do but to call him up Fortunately the line is busy, which 
gives you a perfectly good excuse for putting it over until 
Tuesday But on Tuesday luck is against you and you get a 
clear connection with the doctor himself An appointment is 
arranged for Thursday afternoon at 3 30 
Thursday afternoon, and here it is only Tuesday 
morning' Almost anything may happen between now and 
then We might declare war on Mexico, and off you'd have 
to go, dentist appointment or no dentist appointment 
Surely a man couldn't let a date to have a tooth filled stand 
in the way of his doing his duty to his country Or the social 
revolution might start on Wednesday, and by Thursday 
the whole town might be in ashes You can picture yourself 
standing, Thursday afternoon at 3 30, on the ruins of the 
Cit\ Hall, fighting off marauding bands of reds, and saying 
to yourself, with a sigh of relief Only to think' At this time 
I was to have been climbing into the dentist's chair' You 



444 


ROBERT BENCHLEY 

But when your luck will turn in a thing like that 

Thursday momme happens And 

dentist savin o 4-u '^^^hout even a word from the 

to lecture^efn calledsuddenly outof town 

resting place^n Vp tongue has taken up a permanent 
indistinctly am^ ^ ''^cant tooth, and is causing you to talk 
dentiTovLT^ incoherently Somehow you feel thatif the 
in the tooth hp^^ finds the tip of your tongue 

anything ' --d go away without dmng 

you have jUt^bHedl^ma^°^ 

possibly keen vonr a ^ being arrested and can't 

through that Hp BPnintment But any dentist would see 
you The^e IS p^ob^b? ^ ^is transmitter at 

to invent which ad which it would be possible 

ty times No, you mVht _ eighty or nine- 

Luncheon is a gha^stlv rilT^ ^ through now 

]aw has suddenlv dp i ^ whole left side of your 

disaffection hrs^sprlalTo^r ^^nsitiveness and the 

the original one Yon dr, u*. c teeth on either side of 
touch It at all Perhan^ u possible for him to 

look at it anyway You intends to do this time is to 

could very easily comp I ^'^^n suggest that to him You 

actual work ^gain soon and have him do the 

Just when a man'r^tahfv L time of day at best 

of the sunlight into the buildine^in^*^ m out 

IS, you take one look abnnf^ which the dental parlour 

by m the street. Care^p'^ bappy people 

What do they know of Life? Proh *bey are' 

looking hat never had trouble with so ^ k ^ 

There they go, pushing and teeth 

within ten feet of them there wac ^ other, just as if 

the brink of the Great Misadventu^^rh "" 

that' enture Ah welp Life is like 
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Into the elevator The last hope is gone the door clangs 
and you look hopelessly about you at the stupid faces of 
your fellov/ passengers How can people be so clownish? 
Of course, there is always the chance that the elevator will 
fall and that you will all be terribly hurt But that is too 
much to expect You dismiss it from your thoughts as too 
impractical, too visionary Things don't work out as 
happily as that in real life 

You feel a certain glow of heroic pride when you tell the 
operator the right floor number You might just as easily 
have told him a floor too high or too low, and that would, at 
least, have caused delay But after all, a man must prove 
himself a man and the least you can do is to meet Fate with 
an unflinching eye and give the right floor number 
Too often has the scene m the dentist's waiting room 
been described for me to try to do it again here They are all 
alike The antiseptic smell, the ominous hum from the 
operating rooms, the ancient Digests, and the silent, sullen 
group of waiting patients, each trying to look unconcerned 
and cordially disliking everyone else in the room — all these 
have been sung by poets of far greater lyric powers than 
mine (Not that I really think that they are greater than 
mine, but that's the customary form of excuse for not 
writing something you haven't got time or space to do As a 
matter of fact, I think I could do it much better than it has 
ever been done before ) 

1 can only say that, as you sit looking, with unseeing eyes, 
through a large book entitled The War in Pictures, you would 
gladly change places with the most lowly of God's 
creatures It is inconceivable that there should be anyone 
worse off than you, unless perhaps it is some of the poor 
wretches who are waiting with you 

That one over in the arm-chair, nervously tearing to 
shreds a copy of The Dental Review and Practical Inlay Worker 
She may have something frightful the trouble with her 
She couldn't possibly look more worried Perhaps it is very, 
very painful This thought cheers you up considerably 
What cowards women are in times like these' 
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And then there comes the sound of voices from the next 
room 

All right, Doctor, and if it gives me any more pain shall I 
call you up? Do you think that it will bleed much 
more? Saturday morning, then, at eleven Goodbye, 
Doctor ' 

And a middle-aged woman emerges (all women are 
middle-aged when emerging from the dentist's office) 
looking as if she were playing the big emotional scene m 
Jo n Ferguson A wisp of hair waves dissolutely across her 
torehead between her eyes Her face is pale, except for a 
slight inflammation at the corners of her mouth, and in her 
eyes is that far-away look of one who has been face to face 
looks ^ ^ fhrough She should care how she 

1,1 appears, and looks inquiringly at each one in 

tne room Each one m the room evades the nurse's glance 

attempt to fool someone and get away 
1 dentist But she spots you and nods 

pleasantly God, how pleasantly she nods' rLre ought to 

'Th!^ as that 

The doctor will see you now,' she says 

combmat"on "if wordsXn'^The d’i'^t ^ 

anvthmTfo something to the phrase 'Have you 

be worsl fortC current is turned on ' That may 

minded about it I'm willm Jto r-. j ® ‘ J natrow- 

Smilme feeblv vrtn + ^ ^ ‘^‘^^s^der other possibilities 

man next to vou and « extended feet of the 

mail next to you, and stagger into the deliverv room wbpre 

amid a ghas ly array of death masks of teetrbCfTames 

waving eerily from Bunsen burners, and the drownmg 

sound of perpetually running water which chote and 

gurgles at intervals, you sink into the chair and close vnur 

eyes 



TheToolh 

But now let us consider the spiritual exaltation that comes 
when you are at last let down and turned loose It is all over, 
and what did it amount to? Why, nothing at all A-ha-ha- 
ha-ha-ha' Nothing at all 

You suddenly develop a particular friendship for the 
dentist A splendid fellow, really You ask him questions 
about his instruments What does he use this thing for, for 
instance? Well, well, to think of a little thing like that 
making all that trouble A-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha' And the 
dentist's family, how are they? Isn't that fine' 

Gaily you shake hands with him and straighten your tie 
Forgotten is the fact that you have another appointment 
with him for Monday There is no such thing as Monday 
You are through for to-day, and all's right with the world 
As you pass out through the waiting room, you leer at 
the others unpleasantly The poor fishes' Why can't they 
take their medicine like grown people and not sit there 
moping as if they were going to be shot? 

Heigh-ho' Here's the elevator man' A charming fellow' 
You wonder if he knows that you have just had a tooth 
filled You feel tempted to tell him and slap him on the back 
You feel tempted to tell everyone out in the bright, cheery 
street And what a wonderful street it is too' All full of nice, 
black snow and water After all. Life is sweet' 

And then you go and find the first person whom you can 
accost without being arrested and explain to him just what 
It was that the dentist did to you, and how you felt, and 
what you have got to have done next time 

Which brings us right back to where we were m the 
beginning, and perhaps accounts for everyone's liking to 
divulge their dental secrets to others It may be a sort of 
hysterical relief that, for the time being, it is all over with 
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THE RICKSHAWMAN who took me from Boulogne to U 
Touquet, some ten miles distant, was an idle old rascal, 
ever grumbling about the head wind and making excuses 
to stop and light up a Gauloise His curiosity about t e 
purpose of my travels was intense, and when I told him 
that I was bound for the People's Republic of Italy he let go 
of the shafts and crossed himself, pitching me headlong on 
to the chausee deformee 

The torpor of the Age of Leisure lay heavy on the 
countryside Although it is the custom to lie abed until 
noon, as m England, the people look utterly drained All the 
eating-places bore notices saying Verme Jour de Repos, but 
Trench eatmg-places always did 

In Le Touquet I booked in at the once-palatial 
Westminster Hotel Here, until the world's oil ran out, 
Rolls-Royces and Lagondas used to be parked six deep It is 
now a 'religious house', that is to say, it is run by a colony of 
sebaceous young Californians practism their cult 
universal massage After one or two di 

slept m a field | 
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The luxury shops m the forest, formerly filled with objels 
de grande luxe, were stuffed with the ubiquitous electronic 
trash with which people now beguile their idleness n 
avalanche victim detector bore a label Pour 1 enfant 


Horse-drawn stage-coaches are few and^ hideously 
expensive I travelled to Tours by one of the auto-drive 
rail-cars, paying a hairy member of the Lost Generation to 
operate the other end of the rocker-arm He told a pathetic 
story of how he had left his four children to look for some 
institution to subvert, but could not face the rac a 
everything had been subverted already For hours we 
sweated through a dismal landscape to tumbledown fun 
centres, sacked theme parks, recreation areas like 
wildernesses, wilderness camps like nothing on earth, 
abandoned safanlands, dude concentration camps— the 
residue of a bold experiment designed to occupy the waking 
energies of the workers made redundant by technology 
But the population had rapidly weaned of these facilities 
Most had sunk into sloth, the rest into the bHck economy 
The peasants, of course, continue to till th^ir ne s, 
fatuously chatting to each other by walkie-talkie when 
they could lUst as easily communicate direct Nc^hing is 
more ridiculous than an old woman beeping and b eeping 
away as she piles up the beetroots 


What extraordinary riffraff one meets on the Grand Tour 
knaves peddling locks of Margaret Thatcher s hair, jolly 
Senegalese with huge back packs full of old Barclaycard^ 
which they are convinced are of untold value/ quacks wiUi 
pills to cure the craving for employment itinerant spoon- 
benders from Israel, Arab mendicants who once flew their 
own Learjets, dreadful old hags left over from the sexist 
wars, fugitives from psychodrama workshops, sock- 
sniffers, lost in a world of their on n youths of twenty with 
their brains already addled by music embittered thesis- 
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writers thrown on the streets when sorely-tired nations 
rose up against the universities ^ 

In the old airport at Lyons, which like all airports now 
serves as a general caravanserai, I met the legendary Wild 
oy of the Camargue, today's nearest approach to a Noble 
avage Abandoned by his parents, he had been brought up 
hy a roving herd of sociologists and was thus 
unable to communicate intelligibly or to distinguish right 
trom wrong The Wild Boy took my hand with a smile of 
unearthly innocence and then bit my fingers to the bone 


Near Vittel m the Vosges I had my first good meal in an 
institution I had never hoped to see a Michelin 4-star 

V r^r Soing by factory executives from La 

where privileged workers turn out 
baubles round the clock The sight of the 

from ablaze with lights all night is like something 

trom the mid-twentieth century 

servicpT where their livers are 

bv reliein ° , ^he other spas m these parts are over-run 
de them have seized the 

which thev Meuse and the Rhine, from 

^rms even pools and the frog 

crops Others ris'^^up peasants' 

women for bram-wasLng Tnd wo^se®‘"°‘ 


Switzerland at last' As I ,.u 

adventure playground, with a [‘ke a shabby 

turns The authorities have even re"’^ wherever one 
practice, orfce condemned by Ruskm 
to fire off howitzers in order to set 

the peaks Does not this start off av^l among 

So much the better, was the unfeefmfrepwfj 
can try out their electronic avalanche vict.trl^J 
which are such fun to use I shuddered Now thalTh^T^ 
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of the Road is no more, there is a deadly craving 
everywhere for accidents 

The British Consul in Geneva said I was the first British 
traveller to call on him for five years His grandfather, he 
said, had once met Guy Burgess and wished he hadn't He 
then affixed a note to the door reading Fertne jour de Repos 
and closed it in my face 


On the Italian border, above Domodossola, was all the 
disagreeable apparatus of a People's Republic watch 
towers, barbed wire, minefields, road blocks But it was at 
once obvious that the Italians, those children of Nature, 
lacked the surliness to operate this nonsense effectively, 
and fortunately the Soviet Union, now the Sick Man of 
Europe, lacks the will to put pressure on its satellites I had 
expected my books to be denounced as pornographic, 
instead, the smiling Carabinieri tried to sell me Swedish 
niagazines I had expected to be issued with coupons for 
meals and to be directed to a bugged bedroom But I was 
courteously told that, if I had been fool enough to come this 
far, they would not dissuade me from the folly of 
continuing, and that 1 could do as 1 wished 
Prom the frontier 1 descended the Alps by Basket Trail It 
IS an idea borrowed from Funchal, Madeira and one simply 
slides down^the foothills in a succession of wicker sledges, 
fhrough avenues of beggars, stoned by Immhiin, pillaged by 
snatch-thieves and yapped at by dogs At one point 1 
slithered under a motorway viaduct on which a linear 
town had been built and the townsfolk cheerfully pelted 
nie with refuse 

As in the Sov ict Union, thegrand hotels especially in the 
the nml establishments, arc occupied b\ the common 
pcopU The mcnfolt however, instead of ncoxering from 
llu supposed fulfilment of norms ait treated foi the 
stress! s !,f unemploa mtnt It is somt thing wc shall \ct sec 
m Eni land 

1 had hoped to\u w manv Old Masters m Itah, but this 
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have long since been smuggled out to the rapacious 
auction-houses To its shame, the Uffizi Gallery m 
^ orence could muster only a few old Pirelli calendars But 
orence still attracts English aesthetes, to judge from the 
issom ig tenors thronging the Ponte Vecchio 


superb IS Rome without its motor traffic even if the 
j rickshawmen are the scum of Europe I 

Qno j ^®3ding 'To The Atheist Museum'ahd 

rpfT. ^ Vatican The Pope had long since 

f-o ^ defiance of the Kremlin, and I was privileged 

T pnin balcony, flanked by very old pictures of 

unu^naT which I fancied he made a somewhat 

solemn when blessing the crowd At all events a 

through the throng The Pontiff took the 
leans dpc^ ° those of his audience who still wore 

these^ rnn^f ^ evidence down the generations that 

fertility S^^rnents are destructive of human 

PaTidemonlfi^^ ‘^^^^brated its Festival of 

makers, masSd cariUonJ^^'^^L electronic music- 

alarms antr Z nckshawmen's klaxons, burglar 

fully worthy ofthe^ntlfnZ^rf bowling briefcases was 

was glad I harl mad ^ts motorised prime I 

glad I had made my way there and I could not wait to 
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the libretto, as far as I could tell with my small Italian, 
was wordy but sound There are very few plots available 
to the librettist — or to the novelist for that matter — and 
Ricciardelli's was the one that found its best expression in 
Romeo and ]ultcl The title was Pirandello-like 1 Poven Ricch 
The Corvi are rich and the Gufi are poor Gianni Gufo 
loves Rosalba Corvo The Corvi forbid marriage Old Man 
Corvo loses his money, and Old Man Gufo is left a fortune 
by a forgotten uncle in America Now the Gufi forbid 
marriage Old Man Corvo nevertheless gets drunk with 
Old Man Gufo and the two become friendly Corvo offers 
to invest Gufo s fortune for him and Gufo savs yes 
Core o stheme fails and both families are now pool The 
bo\ and girl mav marry with evcrvbodj s halfhearted 
blessing But Gianni and Rosalba are now so accustomed to 
elandcstine Irvsts that thev lose interest m each other 
when thc> arc frci to kiss m the open So the two families 
band this e-.m stolen from Rcastand) pre tend a grt at enmilv 
which thc> no lonf.er feel and the lovers love each other 
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again Telegrams arrive speaking of restored fortunes for 
both families Embraces, bells, wine, curtain This story 
had to be put across m seventy minutes, with the terraceof 
the Corvo house overlooking a piazza full of choral market 
stallholders Ricciardelli's lyrics and recitative were far too 
wordy and overbrimmed with poetic colour leave colour to 
the music Domenico needed a greater variety of 
forms — trios, quartets, quintets as well as duets — and he 
needed the pithiness which an admirer of D'Annunzio 
could not easily provide Indeed, he needed what I was 
not — a new da Ponte. 

I worked not in Nice but in Monaco, in the Condamine on 
the rue Grimaldi I had a bare and airy topfloor apartment 
rented, on a six-months lease, from a M Guizot who was 
visiting Valparaiso When I had finished the first draft I 
telegraphed Domenico in, or just outside, Taormina He 
came I hired a piano, a tinny Gaveau He stayed We ended 
with two versions of the libretto, one m Tuscan, the other 
in a kind of American with the title The Richer the Poorer I 
learned a lot of Italian He learned something about English 
prosody He began to dream of doing something popular 
for the New York stage He had no strongly individual 
musical style but could imitate anybody This opera was 
mainly in the style of late Puccini, with acerbities stolen 
from Stravinsky It had a ragtime sequence and a drunken 
duet A drunken quartet would not fit into the narrative 
pattern, but the finale was loud and vinous 

W^hile Domenico warbled and struck chords on the 
wretched Gaveau m the long bare salon, I worked on my 
novel two rooms away This was The Wounded, about the 
legless man coming back from the war (poor Rodney) and 
nobly trying to make his betrothed marry another, a whole 
man But his betrothed is blinded in a car accident and the 
whole man who has fancied her no longer does so So the 
two maimed marry and live happily and beget limbed and 
sighted children This sounds worse than it really is, 
though, pace Don Carlo Campanati, it is still pretty stupid 
What I was trying to do at that time was, m a sense. 
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^What right have you to say what I believe and what I do 
not?' I asked, and that made him grunt as at a light blow 
struck at an ailing liver He said 

It IS a thing I do Indeed, any priest But some do it better 
than others Some take a chance ' 

What do you mean — a chance?' 

You bring me back to what I was trying to say One free 
will against another — that of the player, that of the little 
white ball on the big wheel — ' 

'You mean that figuratively? You mean an inanimate 
object can really have free will? What do you mean?' 

I am rebuked You must soften the rebuke with more 
whisky I took his empty glass 'I mean,' he said, while I 
poured, that what cannot be predicted looks very much 
like free will I meant no more than that I need,' he said to 
his brother, 'a necktie I must go in as one of the laity I 
must not scandalize the faithful It is bad enough, 
chuckling, to scandalize the faithless ' 

Me? You mean me?' I said, giving him his fresh whisky 

'Why not you? You are not of the Church You are not 
one of the faithful Ergo you are one of the faithless Does 
that anrLoy you?' 

'I would,' I said sadly, 'be one of the faithful if I could If 
the faith itself were more reasonable I was m the faith, I 
know all about it ' 

'Nobody knows all about it,' Don Carlo said 

It s easy for you,' I said, somewhat loudly 'You've put 
of God You've been gelded for the love 

'Gelded? A rare word, I think ' 

Castrated, deballocked, deprived of the use of your 
coghont 

Not deprived, he said in no gelding's voice 'No, not 
deprived We choose what we wish, but nobody may 
choose deprivation I will take a bath 

now ' 

bath, smg.ng what 
sounded like highly secular songs in a coarse dialect He 
shouted, in the same dialect, what sounded like a complaint 
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pushed me out of the bathroom 
'Occult,' I bawled back through the shut door, dt only 
means hidden It only means concealed ^But he was singing 
again 

I was sulky and vaguely fearful as we walked together up 
the road which separated the Condamine from the Casino 
But I was maliciously glad too that Don Carlo was puffing 
and wheezing from the steep climb Also the February sea 
wind was stiff, and he had to hold on hard, grumbling/ to 
his black trilby, while Domenico and I wore sporty caps 
that could not be buffeted off We were in country 
daywear, though of course with stiff collars, while Don 
Carlo was in wrinkled alpaca and an overtight shirt of his 
brother s, the tie rich but not modest He looked like a 
cynical undertaker He was panting hard when we reached 
the Casino, while Domenico and I, with breath to spare for 
the crescendo, were singing a choru^s from our opera 

Money isn't everything- 
It's only board and bed, 

The only thing distinguishing 
Being living, being dead 
(So r ve heard said) 

Domenico liked those mgs and had stressed them in the 
orchestration with triangle and glockenspiel 

But there was no grumbling when Don Carlo began to 
play Domenico and I staked our few francs at roulette and 
promptly lost them, but Don Carlo was rapt in the miracle 
of winning We were, of course, m the 'kitchen', not one of 
the sniks prwees for the rich and distinguished It was the 

u ‘here were not many playing 

We had heard that the Societe des Bams de Mer was being 
saved from bankruptcy only by the pumping in by Sir Basil 
Zaharoff of thousands out of his armament millions We 
had seen him and his Spanish mistress, the Duquesa de 
Marquena y Villafranca, getting out of a huge polished car 
outside the Hotel de Pans He wanted to take over the 
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principality and instal himself as its ruler, his fat mistress 
longed to be elevated to princess He never came into the 
gaming rooms, he did not believe in gambling 
Messieurs faites vos jeux 

And there was Don Carlo playing consistently a cheval, 
greedily wanting a return of seventeen times his stake He 
got it too, twice The plaques were piling up Then he went 
into an anthology of other possible stakings en plem, which 
should have brought him thirty-five times his money but 
idn t, Irunsversale — I think it was 25, 26, 27 — and there he 
won, eleven times his stake Cnrre? Qiialre premiers'^ He 
s rugged at losing you only got an eightfold return He 
went back to horseback, his stake on the line between 19 
3nd 22 By God, it came up Then he put three hundred 
rancs on 16, en plem He lost Muttering something to 
imself, he tried a sixain, putting his plaque on the line 
•viding 7, 8, 9 and 10, 11, 12 It came up — five times the 
stake He shrugged He returned to that damned 
intractable en plem — 16 He approached it cautiously, with a 
ifty-franc stake He lost 'Basla, Carlo', his brother said 
won Carlo frowned, grunted, then seemed sotlo voce to 
rurse He reverted to putting three hundred francs, the 
kitchen' upper limit, on 16 once more the curse was on his 
timidity The croupier span the cylmdre 
Ixs jettx sonf fails rten tie va plus 

There were about ten round the table Domenico and I 
dared not, of course, breathe A middleaged man with only 
three fingers in his left hand and on his right eye a black 
patch kept his singular gaze on Don Carlo's face, as though 
his study were gamblers' reactions to their own 
selfimposed hells A silverhaired beldam seemed ready, 
blue at the lips, to suffer cardiac arrest on Don Carlo's 
behalf 'Oh my God ' That was myself Don Carlo looked 
sternly at me and m> \ain nametaking Then he looked at 
the wheel, ivhcre the ball was just rolling to rest 
On 16 He went Ah 

The luck 1 said infclicitously, 'of the devil ' Ho did not 
seem to hear He hugged his chips to his bosom ihenthrev. 
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^^^^ncense-splashing swipe of the Asperges at high 

kn croupier The croupier, who had never, to my 

Don r L before, said 'Merci, mon p'ere ' 

aw 3 v fr^ ^ f-u unabashed blessing and moved 

away from the table. 

That's wise,' I said 

Trente-et-quarante,' he said 

No, Carlo, no Basta ' 

/n t - 


xNu, v_ario, no Basta ' 

et-au^r^n^f^^ Carlo said, 'is really for children Trente- 
he frownp,? Tonight I feel myself to have,' and 

So Tl". " \^n.orously, 'the devil's luck ' 

quSan^^rw ^^e trente-et- 

Genoese ^citrustworthy looking Milanese and 

He Quivoed w fif border for the weekend 

the six new na k ™ '^^rious dialects while the seals of 
srmpirrthanrrw."^^"" Trente-et-quarante is 

but in pair ^ deals not in specific numbers 

double tho;e ofroule/ e"'it"^1hTsr' ^takes are 

s:w"i-S ; 

deparhe, and stackintrN^^ anybody there, including the chef 
he delivered a little Wf ^ '^luner s plaques m two high piles, 
probabilities o rlu^re^es^" mathematical 

coming up onlyTu^^ 

times for a row of 3i ' compared with thirteen 

the croupiers, then got up aspersed gratuities at 

heavy meal But the he^v^r^ content as from a 

promised us that. ^ meal was to come he had 

gaming salon wft^^^m h\s^eye^Th^^^^^' booking back at the 
yet whether it was satisfied 'T. ® f a lust not sure 

he said 'The fmales sept and the //ers done,' 

cases par cent, I think I think I shall / sud-est. In both 

'Basta, Carlo ' ^ *^bem now ' 

'What in the name of God ' 

'You are too ready/ he told me 'wuK , 

the holy name of the Lord God The casual use of 

rie; males sept par cent is one 
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hundred francs on 7 and 17 and 27 The other one is one 
hundred francs n cltcvnl on the numbers on the southeast 
segment of the wheel — ' 

'Where did you learn all these things?' I asked 'Is it a 
regular part of theological instruction in Italy?' 

'Have you read,' he counterasked, 'but I know you have 
not so there is no point in asking, the books of Blaise 
Pascal?' 

'I know the Pensees 1 glanced at the Provinctnl LeHcrs You 
have no right to assume to assume — ' ' 

'The holy and learned Pascal was first to use the word 
roulette He was much concerned with the mysteries of 
chance He also invented the calculating machine and the 
public omnibus and the watch on the wrist The mystery of 
numbers and of the starry heavens Who are you to sneer 
and scoff and rebuke?' 

'I'm not sneering and scoffing and 1 merely asked — ' 
'You would do well to think about the need for harmless 
solace in a world full of diabolic temptation I will not play the 
finales and the tierce ' As though it were all my fault that he 
was thus deprived of further harmless solace, he sulkily 
cashed his plaques He was given a lot of big notes, some of 
which he dropped and Domenico picked up Then he began 
to waddle out Domenico shrugged at me We followed 
Despite postwar shortages, the ornate but airy 
restaurant of the Hotel de Pans was able to offer us the 
following 

Saumon Fume de Hollande 
Veloute de Homard au Paprika 
Tourte de Ris-de-Veau Brillat-Savann 
Selle d'Agneau de Lait Polignac 
Pommes Dauphin Petits Pois Fine-Fleur 
Sorbet au Clicquot 
Poularde Soufflee Imperiale 
Salade Aida 

Crepes Flambees au Grand Marnier 
Coffret de Fnandises 
Corbeille de Fruits Cafe Liqueurs 
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I had expected little more than a choice of ornate renderings 
of the flesh of the pigeons that, wounded by palsied trigger" 
fingers in the famous Monte Carlo pigeon shoot, wandering 
trustingly pecking round the outdoor tables of the ® 
Pans opposite, were picked up as easily as kittens But this 
was God's plenty and I said so Don Carlo, aftertwosec^ s 
of consideration, accepted the term It cost a lot, but Don 
Carlo had the money For drink we began with champagne 
cocktails, went on to a good Chablis and a fine Chambertin, 
took a refreshing Blanquette de Limoux with the dessert, 
and ended with an acceptable Armagnac in flutes no 
balloons Don Carlo ate with sweating concentration but, 
when we arrived at the sorbet, spared time to take in the 
charming belle epoque decor I said to him 

'This decor of the belle epoque You find it charming^ 

He said, as I'd expected 'There is a vagueness 
these expressions Who says that epoch was beautirul 
Beauty is one of the attributes of the divinity And 
charming, I do not know what is meant by charming 
'Alluring Pretty Pleasing Ocularly seductive Unpro- 
found but sensuously satisfying Tasteful and delicate 
Like that lady behind you ' 

He grunted, turning, munching the bread that was still 
on his breadplate and which he had forbidden the waiter to 
clear, to look at an animated woman in a chainstitched- 
embroidered dress of very fine black pure silk chiffon 
Ocularly unseduced, he turned round again 'A frivolous 
people,' he said 

'The French^' I said, joyously All the French? The 
French m myself? My mother? And what do you mean by 
frivolous?' 

He wagged his bit of bread at me 'Remember,' he said, 
'that language is one of our trials and sorrows We are 
forced, by the very nature of language, to generalize If we 
did not generalize we would have nothing to say except 
such as,' wagging it still, 'this bread is a piece of bread ' 
'Taulologin/ Domenico said 

'Is language, then,' I said, 'of diabolic provenance?' 
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'No/ he said, and this time he munched 'Read Genesis, 
and you will see that God made Adam call things by name, 
and that was the birth of language When Adam and Eve 
fell, then language became corrupted Out of that 
corruption I say that the French are a frivolous people ' 
And he swallowed his bread There was nothing more to 
eat on the table Don Carlo called for the bill It was a big 
one The table swarmed with paper money 
'This decor of the belle epoqne/lsaid 'You find it charming 
His response was unexpected He bellowed at me, so that 
heads turned Adiiiro ergo te draco ttequtsstme, tit nottune Agtti 
onmaculnh — 

Bnsta Carlo 

Don Carlo grinned at me without mirth but with a 
sketch of menace appropriate to the words of exorcism he 
had uttered That is excessive,' he said 'That goes too far I 
address a little demon only, and I will call it a demon of 
frivolity We will burn him out of you yet We will have you 
back befoie you are finished We will have you home ' For 
the first time ever on hearing that word my eyes pricked, 
and the charming decor dissolved momentarily in coloured 
Water 'Now,' he said, 'ask me again about the decor of the 
beautiful epoch ' I said nothing, though my lips and tongue 
formed We? There was no bread in my mouth but I 
swallowed as if there were Don Carlo was, I was learning, 
formidable He drew from a side jacket pocket a big cheap 
watch that ticked at me across the table 'Seven o'clock 
mass at Sainte Devote,' he said 'You know Father 
Rougier?' he asked of his brother 

La cotwsco 

'1 will say mass in my best Parisian Latin,' he said to me I 
had foi gotten it was Sunday tomorrow, but the days of 
the week had long ceased for me to have individual 
flavours, they all tasted of the same loneliness and frivolity, 
which 1 termed work So then, it was after ten and we must 
walk downhill fiom Carlo's mount to Carlo's lodging that 
he might go to bed and be well rested for his early mass In 
the % csiibule of the Hotel de Pans Don Carlo smiled at the 
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bronze equestrian statue of Louis XIV and then, with 
neither malice nor menace, at me. The effigy had been 
there only about twelve years, but the raised knee of the 
horse had been so often touched for luck that it shone 
golden Don Carlo rubbed it affectionately Then he turned 
to the greeting of a British voice 

The Don and the Monte I knew sometime you two 
would meet How are you, caro Carlo, Carlo quendo"^' 

Muy bien ' And Don Carlo shook hands with a 
palehaired English smiler with a cricketer's body, got up m 
the uniform of an Anglican bishop, complete with gaiters 
Domenico was introduced I too 


The writer? The playwright? Well, quite an honour^ 
Saw one of your things when I was back A real scream 
This man was the Bishop of Gibraltar The pale hair was 
parted on the right, which in those days was called the girl s 
side, and a lock fell engagingly over the left very blue eye 
Looking back on him now I see a fusion of Messrs Auden 
and Isherwood, homosexual writers like myself Most of 
the bishop s strong brown teeth were on show as he shook 
f^nds^manlily The Bishop of Gibraltar's diocese extended to 
t e Cote d Azur, and one of the earlier episcopal duties had 
been to warn the sunning British of the dangers to their 
souls of gambling As I was almost at once to see, those 
days were over What puzzled and a little shocked me was 
subsisting between an Anglican and a 
Catholic prelate 'I saw your brother in the Windy City,' the 
bishop said to Don Carlo 'We had dinner We played ' 

asked, to my further shock, Don Carlo 
1 he Idaho variety ' 

'What a good idea You have, ha, i dadi ?' He rerubbed the 
raised bronze pastern 

"Los dndos^ Cierlo ' 

•Bnsfo • Domen.co was visibly tired from eating I was 
weary too, bu t did not dare, for fear of exorcism, to protest 
So we all went up to the episcopal suite on the third floor 
and m the drawingroom, full of belle Spoqne charm his 
lordship served whisky and brought out the dice m a cup of 
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Florentine leather Don Carlo lugged forth his big cheap 
watch and placed it on the table, where it beat aggressively 
The bishop said 

'Fasting from midnight, of course The blessed mutter of 
the, as the poet has it Browning, is it not?' he asked me 
Chicago,' I said, nodding 'Why, if I may ask with a 
writer's professional cheek, Chicago?' 

'Anglican matters,' the bishop said, shaking the dice 'An 
episcopal conference I say no more Come on, seven, 
eleven 'He threw a total of 12 and then of 9 and then of 7 
and lost Don Carlo burlily cast, muttering a prayer, and 
got 11, fifteen to one It was all between the two clerics 
Domenico and I were hopeless But, ever the inquiring 
novelist, I stayed to drink and listen The bishop, presiding 
over an Anglican enclave at the foot of a fiercely Catholic 
peninsula, had a special social if not theological relationship 
With, ha ha, the sons of the Scarlet Woman Big Eight even 
nioney Hardways seven to one Baby wants a new pair of 
shoes Roll dem bones This was madness They talked 
about colleagues men with reversed collars were all in the 
same business despite the electrified fence of the 
Reformation The third Campanati brother, Raffaele, was 
an importer into the United States of Milanese foodstuffs 
He had trouble, there was a kind of Neapolitan brigandage 
m Chicago, different from other American cities where the 
Sicilians were the dealers in monopoly and violence, which 
they termed protection Craps seven to one The bishop 
said 

The big word came up, as you may suppose ' 

Eciimemco? Big Six even money 

'Early days,' the bishop said I didn't understand The 
word was new to me, who had done little Greek But I 
began to understand, from fragmentary allusions, how it 
was that Don Carlo and the Bishop of Gibraltar knew each 
other, indeed were a sort of friends Nothing to do with 
religion, though to do with Rome His lordship hked 
autumn holidays in Rome Don Carlo, in Rome for a task of 
translation of a very knotty document for the Holy 
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Fathei's own benefit (English to Italinn that was, about 
capital and labour or something), got toplaying bridge v/ith 
his lordship, not at the time more than a dean Auction, of 
course, contract not yet havnng come in The bishop 
proposed a session of contract, though, for the next day, 
after he had preached to the British and Don Carlo had 
eaten a long breakfast after his blessed mutter at Sainte 
Devote Contract was the coming version, it would 
supplant auction totally; had I read the article in The Twics 
by the Rev Causley DD^ Did I, for that matter, play^ A 
little auction You will soon pick up contract No, I said, 
alas I had some writing to do 

At one minute to midnight Don Carlo was served a stiff 

vv i^y hfe finished it as, all eyes on synchronized watches, 

hour came up Like going into battle, the bishop said 
Over the top into Sunday, and the best of luck ^t's a battle, 
yes, Don Carlo said 'It's all a battle 'And he looked at me as 
though I were a whitefeathered malingerer I nearly made 
some excuse about my heart 
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this preposterous quackery is now all the rage m the 
back reaches of the Republic, and even begins to conquer 
the less civilized of the big cities As the old-time family 
doctor dies out in the country towns, with no trained 
successor willing to take over his dismal business, he is 
followed by some hearty blacksmith or ice-wagon driver, 
turned into a chiropractor in six months, often by 
correspondence In Los Angeles the damned there are 
more chiropractors than actual physicians, and they are far 
more generally esteemed Proceeding from the Ambas- 
sador Hotel to the heart of the town, along Wilshire 
boulevard, one passes scores of their gaudy signs, there are 
even many chiropractic 'hospitals' The morons who pour 
in from the prairies and deserts, most of them ailing > 
patronize these 'hospitals' copiously, and give to the 
chiropractic pathology the same high respect that they 
accord to the theology of Aimee McPherson and the art of 
Cecil De Mille That pathology is grounded upon the 
doctrine that all human ills are caused by the pressure of 
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misplaced vertebrae upon the nerves which come out of the 
spinal cord — in other words, that every disease is the result 
of a pinch This, plainly enough, is buncombe ihe 
chiropractic therapeutics rest upon the doctrine that the 
way to get nd of such pinches is to climb upon a table and 
submit to an heroic pummeling by a retired piano mover 
This, obviously, is buncombe doubly damned 

Both doctrines were launched upon the world by an old 
quack named Andrew T Still, the father of osteopathy For 
years his followers merchanted them, and made a lot of 
money at the trade But as they grew opulent they grew 
ambitious, le, they began to study anatomy and physiology 
was a gradual abandonment of Papa StilFs ideas 
he high-toned osteopath of to-day is a sort of eclectic He 
tries anything that promises to work, from tonsillectomy 
to the vibrations of the late Dr Abrams With four years' 
training behind him, he probably knows more anatomy 
than the average graduate of the Johns Hopkins Medical 
School, or, at all events, more osteology Thus 
en ightened, he seldom has much to say about pinched 
nerves in the back But as he abandoned the Still revelation 
It was seized by the chiropractors, led by another quack, 
one Palmer This Palmer grabbed the pinched nerve 
nonsense an began teaching it to ambitious farm-hands 
and out-at-elbow Baptist preachers in a few easy lessons 
. backwoods swarm with chiropractors, and in 
most States they have been able to exert enough pressure 

with FO iticians togetthemselveshcensed Any lout 

IS ne^Larv beyond the elements 

a few months 

upon Gods .mages Thefalongslneotn h^^h, a°nS?o 4" 
profession has attracted thousands of recfuits-ret.red 
basebah players plumbers, truck-drivers, longshoremen, 
bogus dentists, dubious preachers, village school superin- 
tendents Now and then a quack doctor of some other 
school— say homeopathy— plunges into u Hundreds of 
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are very likely to be patched up and turned loose upon the 
world, to beget their kind But massaged along the 
backbone to cure their lues, they quickly pass into the last 
stages, and so their pathogenic heritage perishes with 
them What is too often forgotten is that nature obviously 
intends the botched to die, and that every interference with 
that benign process is full of dangers Moreover, it is, like 
birth control, profoundly immoral The chiropractors are 
innocent in both departments. That their labors tend to 
propagate epidemics and so menace the lives of all of us, as 
IS alleged by their medical opponents— this I doubt The 
fact is that most infectious diseases of any seriousness 
throw out such alarming symptoms and so quickly that no 
sane chiropractor is likely to monkey with them Seeing his 
patient breaking out in pustules, or choking, or falling into 
a stupor, he takes to the woods at once, and leaves the 
business to the nearest medical man His trade is mainly 
with ambulent patients, they must come to his studio for 
treatment Most of them have lingering diseases; they tour 
all the neighborhood doctors before they reach him His 
treatment, being entirely nonsensical, is in accord with the 
divine plan It is seldom, perhaps, that he actually kills a 
patient, but at all events he keeps many a worthy soul from 
getting well 

Thus the multiplication of chiropractors in the Republic 
gives me a great deal of pleasure It is agreeable to see so 
many morons getting slaughtered, and it is equally 
agreeable to see so many other morons getting rich The art 
and mystery of scientific medicine, for a decade or more 
past, has been closed to all save the sons of wealthy men It 
takes a small fortune to go through a Class A medical 
college, and by the time the graduate is able to make a living 
for himself he is entering upon middle age, and is 
commonly so disillusioned that he is unfit for practice 
Worse, his fees for looking at tongues and feeling pulses 
tend to be cruelly high His predecessors charged fifty 
cents threw in the pills, his own charges approach 
those of divorce lawyers, consulting engineers and the 
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higher hetseree Even general practice, in our great 
Babylons, has become a sort of specialty, with corres- 
ponding emolument But the chiropractor, having no such 
investment in his training, can afford to work for more 
humane wages, and so he is getting more and more of the 
trade Six weeks after he leaves his job at the filling-station 
or abandons the steering-wheel of his motor-truck he 
knows all the anatomy and physiology that he will ever 
learn in this world Six weeks more, and he is an adept at all 
the half-Nelsons and left hooks that constitute the essence 
of chiropractic therapy Soon afterward, having taken 
post-graduate courses in advertising, salesmanship and- 
mental mastery, he is ready for practice A sufficiency of 
patients, it appears, is always ready, too I hear of no 
complaint from chiropractors of bad business New ones 
are being turned out at a dizzy .rate, but they all seem to 
find the pickings easy Some time ago I heard of a 
chiropractor who, having once been a cornet-player, had 
abandoned chiropractic in despair, and gone back to 
cornet-playing But investigation showed that he was 
really not a chiropractor at all, but an osteopath 

The osteopaths, 1 fear, are finding this new competition 
serious and unpleasant As I have said,- it was their 
Hippocrates, the late Dr Still, who invented all of the 
thrusts, lunges, yanks, hooks and bounces that the lowly 
chiropractors now employ with such vast effect, and for 
years the osteopaths had a monopoly of them But when 
they began to grow scientific and ambitious their course of 
training was lengthened until it took in all sorts of tricks 
and dodges borrowed from the regular doctors, or 
resurrection men, including the plucking of tonsils, 
adenoids and appendices, the use of the stomach-pump” 
and even some of the legerdemain of psychiatry They now 
harry their students furiously, and turn them out ready for 
anything from growing hair on a bald head to frying a 
patient with the x-rays All this new striving, of course 
quickly brought its inevitable penalties The osteopathic 
graduate, having sweated so long, was no longer willing to 
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take a case of sarcoma for $2, and in consequence he lost 
patients Worse, very few aspirants could make the long 
grade The essence of osteopathy itself could be grasped y 
any lively farm-hand or night watchman in a few 
but the borrowed magic baffled him Confronted by t e 
phenomenon of gastrulation, or by the curious behavior o 
heart muscle, or by any of the current theories o 
immunity, he commonly took refuge, like his brother o 
the orthodox faculty, m a gulp of laboratory alcohol, or fie 
the premises altogether Thus he was lost to osteopathic 
science, and the chiropractors took him in, nay, they 
welcomed him He was their meat Borrowing tha 
primitive part of osteopathy which was comprehensible to 
the meanest understanding, they threw the rest 
overboard, at the same time denouncing it as a sorcery 
invented by the Medical Trust Thus they gathered in the 
garage mechanics, ash-men and decayed welter-weights, 
and the land began to fill with their graduates Now there is 
a chiropractor at every cross-roads, and in such sinks of 
imbecility as Los Angeles they are as thick as bootleggers 
I repeat that it eases and soothes me to see them so 
prosperous, for they counteract the evil work of the so- 
called science of public hygiene, which now seeks to make 
morons immortal If a man, being ill of a pus appendix, 
resorts to a shaved and fumigated longshoreman to have it 
disposed of, and submits willingly to a treatment that 
involves balancing him on McBurney's spot and playing on 
his vei tebrae as on a concertina, then I am willing, for one, 
to believe that he is badly wanted in Heaven And if that 
same man, having achieved lawfully a lovely babe, hires a 
blacksmith to cure its diphtheria by pulling its neck, then I 
do not resist the divine will that there shall be one less radio 
fan in 1967 In such matters, I am convinced, the laws of 
nature are far bcttei guides than the fiats and 
machinations of the medical busybodies who now try to 
tun us If the lattcrgentlcmen had their way, death, save at 
the hands of hangmen. Prohibition agents and othcrsuch 
icgalt^'cd would be abolished altogether, and so 
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the present differential in favor of the enlightened would 
disappear I can't convince myself that that would work any 
good to the world On the contrary, it seems to me that the 
current coddling of the half-witted should be stopped 
before it goes too far — if, indeed, it has not gone too far 
already To that end nothing operates more cheaply and 
-effectively than the prosperity of quacks Every time a 
bottle of cancer specific goes through the mails Homo 
ommeanus is improved to that extent And every time a 
chiropractor spits on his hands and proceeds to treat a 
gastric ulcer by stretching the backbone the same high end 
>s achieved 

But chiropractic, of course, is not perfect It has superb 
potentialities, but only too often they are not converted 
into concrete cadavers The hygienists rescue many of its 
foreordained customers, and, turning them over to agents 
of the Medical Trust, maintained at the public expense, get 
them cured Moreover, chiropractic itself is not certainly 
fatal even an Iowan with diabetes may survive its 
embraces Yet worse, I have a suspicion that it sometimes 
actually cures For all 1 know (or any orthodox pathologist 
seems to know) it may be true that certain malaises are 
caused by the pressure of vagrom vertebrae upon the spinal 
nerves And it mayhe true thatahearty ex-boilermaker,bya 
vigorous yanking and kneading, may be able to relieve that 
pressure What is needed is a scientific inquiry into the 
matter, under rigid test conditions, by a committee of men 
learned in the architecture and plumbing of the body, and 
of a high and incorruptible sagacity Let a thousand 
patients be selected, let a gang of selected chiropractors 
examine their backbones and determine what is the matter 
with them, and let these diagnoses be checked up by the 
exact methods of scientific medicine Then let the same 
chiropractors essay to cure the patients whose maladies 
have been determined My guess is that chiropractors' 
errors in diagnosis will run to at least and that their 
failures in treatment will push But 1 am willing to be 
convinced 
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Where is such a committee to be founds I undertake to 
nominate it at ten minutes' notice The land swarms with 
men competent in anatomy and pathology, and yet not 
engaged as doctors There are hundreds of roomy and well- 
heated hospitals, with endless clinical material I offer to 
supply the committee with cigars and music during the 
test I offer, further, to supply both the committee and the 
chiropractors with sound pre-war wet goods I offer, finally/ 
to give a bawdy banquet to the whole Medical Trust at the 
conclusion of the proceedings 
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The Japanese yesterday turned their attention towards the traditional 
English wedding Twenty-three leaders of the multi-million pound 
Japanese wedding industry descended on Britain, intent on finding out 
tnnkes the girls back East so enthusiastic about an English 
marriage — Sunday Telegraph 

TO MANY OF our highly prized and respected readers the 
Englishman is a funny coot 

All too often the cultivated Japanese traveller, however 
intelligent, sensitive and adventurous he or she may be. 
Will be tempted to dismiss Joe Bull as a mobile-faced big 
pink hooligan, the traditional butt of so much wartime 
humour 

But perhaps it is time, with the greatest possible respect, 
that our readers took a short passionate look at Mr Bull 
with a view to exploding, as the Englishman himself would 
say, a few French ducks 

Consider the verv ancient English Wedding Ccrcmonv 
In Fnfland when a man and woman, or any similar 
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combination, wish to 'have a fack' it is not the simple 
business it is in japan 
Oh no 

Leading Japanese anthropologist Wassamata Wichu has 
written 'In more virile and dynamic societies sexua 
coupling is a hurdle we go flying over with the greatest o 
ease In England, thanks to long centuries of decay an 
energy-draining, a great song and dance is necessary to 
land Percy in the Pudding ' , 

The Ceremony we were able to study took place in the 
charming city of Reeds, m the Northern Province of York- 
shah 

Despite warnings from our delightful English hosts 
London that 'you litre baggers' — an affectionate term 
meaning 'small friend or companion' — would not under- 
stand a word they said in Reeds on account of their 
pronounced Celtic accent, we found the old ritual 
illuminating and as easy to comprehend as falling off a 
house , 

Three weeks before we. arrived, the 'Buns of Marriage 
had been exhibited at the local Materialist shrine 

We were unable to discover the exact nature of this part 
of the ceremony, but natives we questioned described it as 
'a rot of hokey-pokey', suggesting that some form of dance 
was involved, perhaps to exorcise the 'Boon in Tooven', or 
unborn child conceived as a result of a previous Wedding 
The day of the main ceremony began dark and wet, 
provoking much gesticulation at the sky on the part of the 
assembling natives, together with exaggerated facial 
contortions and exclamations in a tone of lugubrious 
fatalism to the effect that a sky-spint referred to as 'It' was 
urinating on them 

Despite the inclemency of the weather, grotesque 
costumes were much in evidence feathered head-dresses, 
terrifying face-pamt, and many large silver and gold bags, 
used, we discovered later, as offensive weapons 

The centre of the ceremonial is a mock battle between 
two teams of champions selected by the couple, and known 
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rings, worth only a few yen but the equivalent in England 
of half a dozen oxen or twenty sheep 

The couple are dressed for this holy moment m 
traditional erotic costumes, the female in a 'baby doll lace 
veil and nightdress, suggesting innocence combined with 
great wealth, and the male in the outfit of a nineteenth- 
century toff' or 'Johnny', the feared hero-villain of 
melodrama and pornographic film since time immemorial 
On a blast from the pipe-organ, the couple then turn to 
face the rival armies, drawn up on either side of the shrine 
and facing to the East, home of the sky-spint A march is 
played, and as the couple pass down through the centre of 
the shrine the eyes of the two opposing factions converge 
Their collective woldy goods', or so they believe in the 
trance-like state induced by the 'Newcassa Blun', are being 
taken away from them by the opposition 

Eyes glassy and teeth bared, the participants move 
unsteadily off to the formalised mutual abuse, ripping of 
clothes and colourful York-shah violence from which the 
couple will, it IS hoped, emerge-, to perform the final act, 
boots, dead cats and old tin cans tied to their ankles for luck 
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occasions he was usually gone six or eight days and 
returned growling and out of temper, with the news that 
the federal Union was run by a passel of blockheads and 
that the Army of the Potomac didn't have any more chance 
than a fiddler's bitch ) 

We had visiting us at this time a nervous first cousin of 
mine named Briggs Beall, who believed that he was likely to 
cease breathing when he was asleep It was his feeling that 
if he were not awakened every hour during the night, he 
might die of suffocation He had been accustomed to 
setting an alarm clock to ring at intervals until mornings 
but I perusaded him to abandon this He slept in my room 
and I told him that I was such a light sleeper that if anybody 
quit breathing m the same room with me, I would wake 
instantly He tested me the first night — which I had 
suspected he would — by holding his breath after my 
regular breathing had convinced him I was asleep I was not 
asleep, however, and called to him This seemed to allay his 
fears a little, but he took the precaution of putting a glass of 
spirits of camphor on a little table at the head of his bed In 
case I didn t arouse him until he was almost gone, he said, 
he would sniff the camphor, a powerful reviver Briggs was 
^t the only member of his family who had his crotchets 
Old Aunt Melissa Beall (who could whistle like a man, with 
two fingers in her mouth) suffered under the premonition 
that she was destined to die on South High Street, because 
she ^^d been born on South High Street and married on 
South High Street Then there was Aunt Sarah Shoaf, who 
never went to bed at night without the fear that a burglar 
was going to get in and blow chloroform under her door 
through a tube. To avert this calamity — for she was in 
greater dread of anaesthetics than of losing her household 
goodsyshe always piled her money, silverware, and other 
valuables in a neat stack just outside her bedroom, with a 
note reading This is all I have Please take it and do not use 
your chloroform, as this is all I have ' Aunt Gracie Shoaf 
also had a burglar phobia, but she met it with more 
fortitude- She was confident that burglars had been 



481 


TheNtghi the Bed Fell 

getting mto her house every night for forty years The fact 
that she never missed anything was to her no proof to the 
contrary She always claimed that she scared them off 
before they could take anything, by throwing shoes down 
the hallway When she went to bed she piled, where she 
could get at them handily, all the shoes there were about 
her house Five minutes a^er she had turned off the light, 
she would sit up m bed and say 'Hark'' Her husband, who 
had learned to ignore the whole situation as long ago as 
1903, would either be sound asleep or pretend to be sound 
asleep In either case he would not respond to her tugging 
and pulling, so that presently she would arise, tiptoe to the 
door, open it slightly and heave the shoe down the hall in one 
direction, and its mate down the hall in the other direction 
oome nights she threw them all, some nights only a couple 
of pairs 

But I am straying from the remarkable incidents that 
fook place during the night that the bed fell on father By 
inidnight we were all in bed The layout of the rooms and 
me disposition of their occupants is important to an 
understanding of what later occurred In the front room 
Upstairs (]ust under father s attic bedroom) were my 
pother and my brother Herman, who sometimes sang in 
nis sleep, usually 'Marching Through Georgia' or 'Onward, 
Christian Soldiers' Briggs Beall and myself were in a room 
adjoining this one My brother Roy was in a room across 
the hall from ours Our bull terrier, Rex, slept in the hall 
My bed was an army cot, one of those affairs which are 
made vMde enough toslcepcomfortably only by putting up, 
flat with the middle section, the two sides which ordinarily 
hang down like the sideboards of a drop-leaf table When 
those sides are up, it is perilous to roll too far toward the 
edge, for then the cot is likol> to tip completely over, 
bringing the whole bed down on top of one with a 
liemcndous banging crash This m fact, is prccisoh what 
happinod about two o'clock in the morning (U a\as mv 
naoUu r who m u calling tiu '^ccnclater, first ref^erred to it 
as ibr night the bid fell on \our f.atlur') 
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Always a deep sleeper, slow to arouse {I had lied to 
Briggs), I was at first unconscious of what had happened 
when the iron cot rolled me on to the floor and toppled over 
on me It left me still warmly bundled up and unhurt, for 
the bed rested above me like a canopy Hence I did not wake 
up, only reached the edge of consciousness and went back 
The racket, however, instantly awakened my mother, m 
the next room, who came to the immediate conclusion that 
her worst dread was realized the big wooden bed upstairs 
had fallen on father She therefore screamed, "Let's go to 
your poor father^' It was this shout, rather than the noise 
of my cot falling, that awakened Herman, m the same room 
with her He thought that mother had become, for no 
apparent reason, hysterical 'You're all right. Mamma*' he 
shouted, trying to calm her They exchanged shout for 
shout for perhaps ten seconds 'Let's go to your poor 
father*' and 'You're all right*' That woke up Briggs By this 
time I was conscious of what was going on, in a vague way, 
but did not yet realize that I was under my bed instead of on 
it Briggs, awakening m the midst of loud shouts of fear and 
apprehension, came to the quick conclusion that he was 
suffocating and that we were all trying to 'bring him out 
With a low moan, he grasped the glass of camphor at the 
head of his bed and instead of sniffing it poured it over 
himself. The room reeked of camphor 'Ugf, ahfg,' choked 
Briggs, like a drowning man, for he had almost succeeded 
in stopping his breath under the deluge of pungent spirits 
He leaped out of bed and groped toward the open window, 
but he came up against one that was closed With his hand, 
he beat out the glass, and I could hear it crash and tinkle on 
the alleyway below It was at this juncture that I, in trying 
to get up, had the uncanny sensation of feeling my bed 
above me* Foggy with sleep, I now suspected, in my turn, 
that the whole uproar was being made m a frantic 
endeavour to extricate me from what must be an unheard- 
of and perilous situation 'Getmeoutof this*'] bawled 'Get 
me out*' I think I had the nightmarish belief that I was 
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entombed in a mine, 'Gugh,' gasped Briggs, floundering in 
his camphor , 

By this time my mother, still shouting, pursued by 
Herman, still shouting, was trying to open the door to the 
attic, in order to go up and get my father's body out oft e 
wreckage The door was stuck, however, and wouldn t 
yield Her frantic pulls on it only added to the general 
banging and confusion Roy and the dog were now up, the 
One shouting questions, the other barking u j u 

Father, farthest away and soundest sleeper of all, had by 
this time been awakened by the battering on the attic door 
He decided that the house was on fire 'I'm coming, I m 
coming'' he wailed in a slow, sleepy voice — it took him 
many minutes to regain full consciousness My mother, 
still believing he was caught under the bed, detected in his 
'I'm coming'' the mournful, resigned note of one who is 
preparing to meet his Maker 'He's dying'' she shouted 
'I'm all right'' Briggs yelled to reassure her I rn all r'Sh^ 
He still believed that it was his own closeness to death that 
was worrying mother 1 found at last the light switch m my 
room, unlocked the door, and Briggs and 1 joined the others 
at the attic door The dog, who never did like Bnggs, 
lumped for him— assuming that he was the culprit in 
whatever was going on- — and Roy had to throw Rex and 
hold him We could hear father crawling out of bed 
upstairs Roy pulled the attic door open, with a mighty jerk, 
and father came down the stairs, sleepy and irritable but 
^afe and sound M) mother began to weep vv hen she saw 
him Rt\ began to how 1 'What in the name of God is going 
on here?' asked father 

1 he situation was finallv put together like a gigantic jig- 
saw puyrlc Father caught a cold fiom prowling around in 
his bare feet but there were noother bad results 'I'm glad 
^aid molht r, who alwaxs looked on the bright sidt of 
Things, thatvoui grandfather asn't here 
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